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SlOHN  PETER,  Count  of  MadaJone,  son 
§  Of  Count  John  Anthony  Carafa,  fled 
p  From  Eome,  indignant  at  the  evil  done 
^     By  wolves  that  on  the  fold  of  Christ 


And  gftve  himself  to  Poverty  and  God : 
And  with  firm  fi>otBlop,  pure,  severe,  an 

The  untrodden  paths  of  abnegation  irod. 
Poor  amidflt  wealth,  and  grieved  by  evil 

3. 
The  fame  of  his  fait  life,  and  fervid  faiih. 
Grew  with  the  growing  evil  of  the  time. 
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And  sounded  as  the  archangelic  breath, 
Blown  through  Heaven's  trump,  in  challenge  to 
Earth's  crime. 


The  Holj  Father  of  the  Faithful  thought, 
"  My  counsellor  shall  be  this  saintly  man, 

As  God  is  his  "  ;  and  many  a  time  besought 
John  Peter's  presence  at  the  Vatican. 


But  to  the  RJufnl  city  he  had  fled 

With  feet  that,  winged  by  indignation,  shook 
Rome's  dnst  away,  the  self-maiio  exile  said, 

"  The  spirit  liiat  is  within  me  wiQ  not  brook 


"  To  breathe  the  breadi  of  thy  polluted  air." 
Howbei I,  when  God's  VJceregent  sent  from  Rome 

Command  to  him  to  come,  in  place  of  prayer, 
Loyal  to  his  high  lord,  he  groaned,  "  I  come." 


And,  being  at  Rome,   xa   one   th 

He   wrote  ....  "In   all   this 

leaven 
Is  left  :  but  it  is  evil  everywhere  : 
And  here   man's   heart  fears  nt 

Heaven. 
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Sometimes  the  high  hancl  of  his  Holiness 

Doth,  for  the  ennobliiiK  of  the  Church,  dispense 

Honors  whereby  a  good  ni     '   '      " 
Is  raised  into  a  great  m 


But,  in  the  Church's  pious  customs  neve 
(Nor  the  traditions,  nor  the  usages 

Of  immemorial  Rome,  wherein  forever 
As  the  tradition  so  the  usage  is) 


Prescription,  precedent,  or  practice  showed 
That,  if  the  head  of  its  recipient 

Were  housed  iu  Rome,  lo  the  man's  own  aho 
A  Bcariet  hat  might  properly  be  sent.t 


This  pauper  Priest  was  made  a  Cardinal : 
The  Pope's  own  envoy  bore  the  scarlet  hat 

To  his  poor  house ;  and  found  not  wherewithal, 
(Save  the  one  stool  where  its  lone  inmate  sat) 


Iters 

M  his  Sister.  MlectBl  by  M.  Cha 

i.  collwtl™  «f  the  Duke  ol  PollcMtr 

™» 

is  Pape  D'aralt  envny^  1&  bamlte  i 

dans  ES  petile  chambK 
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In  that  bare  lodge,  that  wanted  all  save  worth. 
To  placG  the  gift  ;  whose  stern  recipient  gaacd 

Ungladdened,  and  from  thankless  doors  drave  forth 
The  messenger  unmoneyed  ajid  amazed. 


At  length  one  Pope,  and  then  another,  died ; 

And  Cardinal  Carafa,  after  these. 
Became  a  Pope  himself     The  whole  world  cried, 

"  'T  is  well !  tbr  he  is  worthy  of  the  keys." 

15. 
Simple,  anstere.  men  knew  him.     Pure  his  name, 

And  praised  hia  virtues.     Nobly  bom  was  he, 
Yet  not  ignobly  known.     His  ample  fame 

Was  spotless.   Worthier  Pope  there  could  not  he. 

16. 
"  The  luxuiy  of  the  new  Pope's  table  "  (writes  * 

A  Venice  envoy  to  the  Vatican) 
"  Is  more  than  may  be  dreamed  of.     All  delights 

With  all  magni^cences  this  proud  man 


"  Mingles  io  one.  The  daintiest  viands  grace 
The  costliest  dishes  ;  the  most  sumptuous  wines 

From  the  most  gorgeous  goblets  flow  to  chase 
Care  from  the  banquet  where  his  splendor  shines : 
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"  His  daily  drinlc  is  butts  of  bumiDg  black 
ricrce  Naples  wioe,  and  cups  of  Malvoisie. 

Melhinke  Iiis  bully  la  but  a  Iiai:clius'  sack. 
And  his  least  meal  meats  ftve-iuid-Cwenty  be. 


"  Wondrons  his  wealth  is.     Of  his  noble  birth 
So  proud  is  he,  and  of  hie  prcscnC  state, 

That  even  as  though  he  scorned  to  tread  on  earth 
la  the  high  goiugof  his  haughty  .gait. 


"  His  nephews  arc  the  richest  lords  in  Rome. 

And,  for  the  greatness  of  the  power  they  have, 
Many  there  be  that  flatten  them,  and  some 

That  in  dark  wishes  dig  them  a  deep  grayo," 


Danic  History  is  so  old,  she  knows  not  well 
Present  from  Past.     She  loves  to  say  hor  say 

Till  it  is  stale,  aniJ  the  same  story  tell 
To-morrow  as  she  told  it  yesterday. 
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PICAROONS. 

1593. 


glHO  gallops  bj  night,  when  the  owl  ia 

|[  0  who,  fdlowB,  who  but  the  bold  Pica- 

ir  the  lord,  and  a  rope  for  the  lout, 
2rry  to  ride  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 
With  hey,  fellows,  hey  I 


The  Provost  of  Flanders  looked  wofd  to  see 
(With  hey,  fellows,  hey  for  the  bold  Picaroon 

Black  Jadi,  his  own  knave,  in  the  hollow  oab-tr 
Roasting  alive  by  the  light  of  the  mooa. 
With  hey,  fellows,  hey  ! 


Be  it  Dutchman  or  Spaniard,  all  fowl  is  fair  game ; 

Belted  Flanders  Militia-man :  Brabant  Dragoon : 
Where  'b  the  jack  knave  o'  them  fears  not  the  name 

0'  the  roaming  night-rider,  the  bold  Ficarooa  % 
And  hey,  fellows,  hey  I 
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CHRISTIAN,    THE    DOL-HAETZOG. 


1660. 

Ig^^lHEISTIAN,  Duke  of  Brunswick,  and 
IWi^^^l  Bisliop  of  Halbersladt, 

iS'^^^   For  a  token  of  iove,  wore  a  hdy'a  glove 
[(^^^ai|  in  the  loop  of  his  riding-liat. 

For  he  had  seeii  the  Bobemian  Queen  in  England ; 

and,  they  say. 
In  the  sole  soft  part  of  his  rock-rough  heart  slept 

the  memory  of  thiit  day. 
For  Christian,  the  Dol-Hartzog,  was  half  a  brule 

at  (be  best, 
With  but  little  space  for  a  lady's  face  to  lie  apd  be 

loved  in  his  bresist. 
Yet  he  may  have  loved  well,  for  he  hated  well 

(though  he  showed  his  hate  like  a  beast, 
With  tooth  and  claw),  and  the  tiling  of  things 

that  he  hated  most  was  a  priest. 
He  mauled  the  monk,  and  flayed  the  friar,  nor  left 

the  abbot  a  rag. 
And  "  Gaffes  Freund  and  Pfaffem  Feind  "  was  the 

boast  on  his  battle  flag. 
Tet  he  worship*  God  in  his  own  wild  way,  —  oa  a 

beast  might  worship  too,  — 
Simply  by  thoroughly  doing  the  work  which  God 

had  set  him  to  do  : 
With  ncTOr  a  Pater  noster  said,  never  a  caudle 
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And  never  a  jieni  gratia,  for  any  good  gift  relurned. 
Worship   no  better  than  any  beast's  I   yet  with 


Of  iis  own  dumb  kind,  in  (he  silent  mind,  for  what 

God  made  gende  and  fair. 
At  least,  from  one  Couch  I  argoe  as  much  in  this 

wild  man  of  U^berstadt, 
Since,  for  token  of  love,  a  pure  lady's  glove  he 

wore  in  his  riding-hat. 

Christian,  the  Dot-Hartzog,  came  riding  to  Pader- 

Aad  his  men  were  dropping  for  lack  of  bread,  and 

his  horses  for  lack  of  corn- 
Hot  a  crown-pieca  in  the  oDlFer,  either  bread  or 

corn  to  bny  I 
"  What  shall  we  do,  Duke  Christian  ?  "     "  Any- 
thing, friends,  but  die  !  " 
"The  SaJnta  us  save,"  saith  some  one,  "for  we 

are  weary  and  faint." 
"  'Sdeath  1  and  so  they  shall,  good  follows  !    Who 

is  the  Paderborn  Saint  ?  " 
"  The  Paderborn  Saint  is  the  Saint  I-iboire  ;  and 

his  image  stands  by  itself 
As  lai^e  as  life  in  the  church,  all  covered  with 

jewels  and  pelf." 
"  The  Saint  Liboire  is  a  saint  of  saints,  for  he  to 

our  pious  wishes 
Shall  accord  a  flnal  miracle  in  the  ivay  of  the 

loaves  and  fishes  1 
Faith  I  since  he  hath  jewels,  and  since  he  bath  pelf, 

he  shall  buy  ns  both  bread  and  corn. 
And  if  ever  I  swear  by  a  saint,  it  shall  be  by  the 

Saint  of  Paderborn." 
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Chriatian,  the  Dol-Hartzog,  rode  on  into  Munster 

There,  in  the  great  Cathedral,  (greater  for  their  re- 

Carven  in  silver,  and  covered  with  gold,  (truly  a 

gloriouaband!) 
Eouna  the  altar,  all  in  a  row,  the  Twelve  Apostles 

Christian,  the  Dol-Hartzog,  called  hia  retains  of 

"  We  will  visit  these  Twelve  Apostles,  and  see  how 

their  worships  are," 
Then   they  all  went   clanking   together   (godless 

knaves  as  they  were) 
Over  the  Eiicred  flintstones,  up  to  the  altar  stair: 
Never  a  De  profandis  was  heard,  never  an  anthem 

snng, 
But  where,  through  great  glooms,  'twixt  the  eoI- 

emn  tombs,  those  iron  footsteps  rang. 
Each  priest,  like  a  ghost,  from  that  grizzly  host, 

pattered  off  o'er  the  pavement  stone, 
And  the  iron  men  and  the  silver  saints  stood  face 

to  face  and  alone. 
To  that  Sacred  Dozen,  through  a  silence  frozen, 

strode  the  wild  man  of  Halberstadt, 
As  when  Brennas  the  Gaul  stalkt  ioto  the  hall 

where  the  Roman  senators  sat. 
The   Duke  loves   little   speaking ;   hat  he  made 

that  day  a  speech 
To  those  Twelve  Apostles,  as  pregnant  as  any  the 

preacher  can  preach ; 
For,  "  Ton  Twelve  Apostles,"  said  he,  "  for  many 

a  year  and  a  day 
How   is   it  that  you  have  dared  j-our  Master  to 

disobey,  — 
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Who  bade  joo,  'ite  per  orbem,'  go  about  in  the 

vroi'ld  where  jc  can, 
From  city  to  city  forever,  snccoring  every  man  1 
But  you,  yet  unmoved  by  the  mandaW,  yon  eloth- 

liil  and  rascally  crew  ! 
Stand  there  atock-still,  letdng  others  be  stript  to 

give  succor  to  you. 
Therefore,  abont  your  bnsjness  !  down   instantly 

all,  and  disperse  1 
Comfort   the   needy  1  circulate  freely  I  profit  the 

The  better  to  serve  which  parpose,  divinely  or- 
dained from  of  old, 

I  hereby  will  and  command  both  ye  and  your  ill- 
gotten  gold 

To  assume  the  shape  of  Rix-thalers  ]  " 

The  Apostles  had  nothing  to  say. 
As  it  seems,  in  defence  of  themselves.     They  at 

least  were  obliged  to  obey. 
At  dawn  they  were  down  from  theur  niches ;  ere 

night  on  tJieir  mission  they  sped  ; 
And  the  broken  were  bonnd  up  and  healed,  and 

tlie  hungry  were  speedily  fed. 

This  way  Duke  Christian  affirmed,  little  heeding 

Apostles  or  Priests, 
That  the  first  great  need  of  a  man  is-- to  feed; 

after  the  fashion  of  beasts  I 
But,   since   even   the   beasts   must   work,   Duke 

Christian  thought,  I  suspect. 
If  Apostles  are  made  to  work  also,  Apostles  must 
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■jsSg^gflLST  to  hegin,  —  !ind  end  !  so  much,  — 

^^1^         To  tonch  upon  Ihe  very  point  at  last 
fei^^l  Where   life   should   cling ;  to  feel  ihe 
solid  shore 

Safe    nhere,  the  seething  sea's  strong  toil  o'er- 
past 
Peace  seemed  appointed  ;  then,  with  all  the  store 

Hftlf-undivulged  of  the  gleaned  ocean  cast, 
Like  a  disconraged  wave's,  on  the  Weak  strand, 

Where  what  f^peared  some  temple  (whose  glad 
Priest 
To  gather  ocean's  sparkling  gilt  should  stand, 

Bidding  the  wearied  ware,  from  loil  releast. 
Sleep  in  the  marble  harbors  hathed  with  bland 

And  quiet  sunshine,  flowing  from  full  east 
Among  the  latirels)  proves  the  dull  blind  rock's 

Fantastic  front,  —  to  die,  a  disallowed, 
Dnsht    purpose :    which    the   scornful   shore-clifF 

Even  as  it  sinks  ;  and  all  its  wealth  bestowed 
In  vain,  —  mere  food  lo  feed,  perchance,  stray  flocks 

Of  the  coarse  sea-gull !  weaving  its  own  shroud 
Of  idle  foam,  swift  ceasing  to  be  seen  1  — 

Sad,  sad,  my  fiitherl  ....  yet  it  comes  to  this. 
For  I  am  dying.     All  that  might  have  been,  — 

•  Suggested  by  Mr,  T,  A,  Trollope's  charming  Biographj  ; 
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That  most  have  been  I  .  .  .  .  Ilie  dajs,  so  hard 
So  snre  to  come  I  .  .  .  .  ejes,  lips,  that  seemed  to 

In  on  me  at  my  work,  and  nlmost  kiss 
The  cnrls  bowed  o'er  it.  ...  .  lost  1     0,  never 
donbC 

I  shoald  have  lived  to  know  them  all  again. 
And  from  the  crowd  of  praisers  single  ont 

For  special  love  [hose  forms  beheld  so  plain 
Beforehand.     Wlien  my  pictures,  borne  Eibont 

Bologna,  to  the  church  doors,  ied  their  train 
Of  kindling  faces,  mroed,  as  by  they  go. 

Up  to  these  windows,  —  standing  at  your  side 
Unseen,  ta  see  them,  I  (be  sure  I)  should  know 

And  welcome  back  those  eyes  and  lips,  descried 
Long  since  in  fancy  :  for  I  loved  them  so. 

And   so   believed   them !     Think  I  .  .  .  ,  Bo- 
logna's pride 
My   paintii^ !    ■    .    .    .    Gnido    Beni's    mantle 

And  I,  Che  maiden  artist,  prized  among 
Tbe  masters,  ....  ah,  Chat  dream  was  Mo  divine 

For  earth  lo  realize  !     I  die  so  young. 
All  tills  escapes  me  I     God,  the  gift  be  thine, 

Not  man's,  then  ....  belter  so  I    Tliat  throb 
bing  throng 
Of  human  faces  fiides  out  fast.     Even  yours, 

Beloved  ones,  the  inexorable  Fate 
{For  all  our  vowed  aftections  I)  scarce  endures 

About  mc.     Must  I  go,  then,  desolate 
Out  from  among  you  ?     Nay,  my  work  insures 

Fit  guerdon  somewhere,  —  though  the  gift  mnsi 
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Had  I  liied  longer,  life  would  sure  have  eet 

Earth's  gttl  of  lUme  in  safety.     Buc  I  die. 
Death  mnsC  make  Kafe  the  heavenly  gaerdou  yet. 

I  trosled  time  for  tmmort^ity,  — 
There  was  iny  error  !     Father,  never  let 

Donbt  of  reward  ronfuse  my  memory  I 
Besides,  —  I  liave  done  much  :  and  what  is  done 

Is  well  done.    All  my  heart  conceived  my  haud 
Made  fast  ....  mild  martyr,  saint,  and  weeping 

And  truncheoned  prince,  and  warrior  with  bold 

Tet  keep  my  life  opon  them  ;  —  as  the  sun, 
Though  fallen  below  the  limits  of  the  land, 

Still  sees  oc  every  form  of  purple  cloud 
His  painted  presence. 

ITaring  AuguBt  'a  here, 
September's  coming.    Summer's  broidcred  shroud 

Is  boroe  away  in  trinmph  by  the  year  : 
lied  Autumu  drops,  from  all  his  branches  bowed, 

Hia  careless  w^th  upon  the  costly  bier. 
We  must  be  cheerful.     Set  the  casement  wide. 

One  last  loot  o'er  the  places  I  have  loved. 
One  last  long  look  1  ....  Bologna,  0  my  pride 

Among  thy  ptdaced  streets !     Tlie  days  have 
moved 
Pleasantly  o'er  na.     What  has  been  denied 

To  our  endeavor  ?     Liib  goes  nnreproved. 
To  make  the  best  of  all  things  is  the  hest 

Of  all  means  to  be  happy.     This  I  fcoow, 
But  cannot  phrase  it  finely.     The  night's  rest 

The  day's  toil  sweetens.     Flowers  are  \yanned 
by  snow. 
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All  'a  well  God  wills.    Work  out  this  grief.    Jo 

Itself  is  sailed  with  a  taste  of  woe. 
There 's  nothing  a 

Except  a  too  gri 
Conies   rarslj.     Though   I  know  that  you  will 

The  little  maiden  helpmate  jon  must  niiss, 
Thanks  be  to  God,  I  leave  you  not  forlorn. 

There  should  be  comfort  in  this  dying  kiss. 
Let  Barbara  keep  my  colors  fbr  herself. 

I  'm  sorry  that  Lnda  went  away 
In  some  nnkindness.     'T  was  a  chcerfni  elf! 

Send  her  my  soai'let  ribbons,  mother ;  say 
I  thonght  of  her.     My  palette  's  on  the  shelf. 

Surprised,  no  doubt,  at  such  long  holiday. 
In  the  sonih  window,  on  the  easel,  stands 

My  picture  for  the  Empress  Eleanore, 
Still  wanting  some  few  touches,  these  weak  hands 

Must  leave  to  others.     Yet  ijiore  's  time  before 
Tbe  year  ends.    And  the  Empress'  own  commaiiiis 

You  '11  Hnd  in  writing.    Barbara's  brush  is  more 
Like  raine  than  Anna's ;  leC  her  flnish  it. 

O,  .  .  .  .  and  there 's  'Maso,  our  poor  iisher- 

You  '11  find  my  work  done  for  bim  :  something  fit 

To  hang  among  his  nets  :  jon  liked  the  plan 
My  foncy  took  to  please  onr  friend's  dull  wit. 

Scarce  brighter  than  his  old  tin  fishing-can 

St.  Margaret,  stately  as  a  ship  full  sul, 

Leading  a  dragon  by  an  azure  hand ; 
The  ribbon  flutters  gajly  in  the  gale  ; 

The  monster  follows  the  Saint's  guiding  hand. 
Wrinkled  lo  one  grim  satile  &om  head  to  tail : 
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Por  in  Mb  homy  hide  his  heart  grows  bland. 
Where  are  you,  dear  ones  ?  .... 

'T  is  the  doll,  faint  ehiU, 
Which  EOon  will  shrivel  into  burning  paia ! 

Dear  brother,  aiatecs,  fiither,  mother  —  BtiU 

Stand  near  me  !     While  jour  feces  fist  remain 

Within  ruy  sense,  vague  fears  of  unknown  ill 
Are  Eoflly  crowded  out,  ,  .  .  ,  and  jet,   't  is 

Greet  Giulio  Banzi ;  greet  Antonio ;  greet 

Bartolomeo  tindly.     When  I'm  gone, 
And  in  the  school-room,  as  of  old,  yoa  meet,  — 

Ah,  yes  1  you  'II  miss  a  certain  merry  tone, 
A  cheerful  face,  a  smile  that  should  complete 

The  vague  place  in  the  householil  picture  grown 
To  an  aspect  so  fiimiliar,  it  seems  strange 

That  aught  should  alter  there.     Mere  life,  at 

Conld  not  have  brought  the  shadow  of  a  change 

Across  it.     Safely  the  warm  years  increast 
Among  us.     I  have  never  sought  to  range. 

From  our  small  table  at  earth's  general  feast. 
To  higher  places  ;  never  loved  hut  yoa. 

Dear  family  of  friends,  except  my  art ; 
Sor  any  form  save  those  my  pencil  drew 

E'er  quivered  in  the  quiet  of  my  heart. 
I  die  a  meuden  to  Madonna  true, 

And  would  have  so  continued There. 

The  pang,  the  faintness  I  .  .  .  . 


Here,  with  the  Autumn  si 
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And  heavy  in  my  carls  (whilst  it,  and  I, 

Together,  slipping  softly  from  the  place 
We  played  in,  pensively  prepare  lo  die) 

A  low  warm  hmnming  simmerB  in  my  ears,  — 
Old  summer  afternoons  !  feint  ft'agmeula  rise 

Out  of  my  broken  life  ....  at  times  appears 
Madonna,  like  a  moon  in  mellow  skies : 

The  three  Fates  with  the  spindle  and  the  shears : 
The  Grand  Dnke  Cosmo  with  the  Destinies : 

St.  Margaret  with  her  dragon  :  fitful  cheers 
Along  the  Via  Urbana  come  and  go  : 

Bologna  with  her  towers  !  .  .  .  ,  Then  all  grows 


hymn 
Eludes  the  sensitive  silence  ;  whilst  below 

The  sonthweat  window,  just  one  single,  slim. 
And  sleepy  sunbeam  powders  with  waved  gold 

A  lane  of  glearay  mist  along  the  gloom. 
Whereby  to  Und  its  way,  through  manifold 

Magnificeace,  to  Goido  Reni's  tomb, 
Wliich,  set  in  steadfest  splendor,  I  behold. 

And  all  the  while  I  scent  the  incense  fume, 
Till  dizzy  grows  the  brain,  and  dark  the  eye 

Betieath  the  eyelid.     When  the  end  is  tome. 
There,  by  his  lomb  (our  master's)  let  me  lie. 

Somewhere,  not  too  far  off;  beneath  the  dome 
Of  our  own  Lady  of  the  Rosary  : 

Safe,  where  old  fiiends  will  pass;  and  still  neoi 
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THE   POETS. 


giLL  she-creatures  that  exist 
B  Power  can  subdue, 

§    Save  the  Muse,  —  that  could  re 
m  Cardinal  Rjdielicu. 


the  War  of  Thirty  Years 
With  his  right  hand  Jed ; 
Tick  the  turbulent  French  peers, 
With  his  left  hand,  dead. 


Mad-dog  Luther  loosed  to  bite 
Emperor  Charles  and  Romf 

But  the  Huguenots  held  tight. 
Kennel-chained,  at  home. 


Greatest  man  of  many  great! 

WhBu  to  see  him  came 
Tbe  Queen  Mother,  forced  to  wait, 

Stood  the  rojal  dame  : 
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Eonnd  hira  be,  with  hanghty  mien 
Rome's  prond  pnrple  wrapped  ; 

Trembling  slood  tlie  barehead  Queen : 
Richelieu  sat  capped. 


Only  little  poe 

Gomtianll 
Colletet,  and  E 

Yet,  whenever  they 


Came  to  see  the  Cardinal, 
Each  kept  on  Ms  hat. 

Proud  as  princes,  one  and  all, 
These  small  poel^  sat: 


.,,  Google 


RICHELIEU. 


The  Cardinal  to  the  Clergy  cried, 

"  Sis  millions  ftir  the  Stale  I " 
The  Archbishop  of  Sens  replied, 

"  (Jod  Bare  the  King  I  the  great 
And.  ancient  rule  hath  been  alwaj 

That  for  the  Public  Good 
The  Clergy  pray,  the  People  pay, 

The  Noblea  give  their  blood." 


So,  when  the  Royal  Power  had  need 

Of  more  than  priestly  prayer, 
The  Nobles  for  the  Throne  did  bleed ; 

And  then  the  Nobles  were 
The  maslerE.     When  the  Eoyal  Power 

Said  to  the  People,  "  Pay !  " 
It  was  their  dower  that,  from  that  hour. 

The  masters  rested  they. 


"  Grood ! "  ESith  the  Spirit  of  the  Age, 
"  Give  and  take  is  a  doctrine  sage." 
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WALLEHSTEIN'S  DEATH. 

When  Eicholiea  leained  that  Wallenstein  was  dead, 
His  thin  face  sharpened  to  an  edge.     He  said, 
"  SooD  as  the  great  tree  falls,  the  rabble  run 
To  strip  him  of  his  branches  one  hj  one." 
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THE  DAUPHIN. 


T^^^  PALACE  here,  a  People  ihere, 
^7*t^   Face  to  feLC  i'  the  rainy  aJr : 
la  f3i>K  ior  tbe  rain  is  raining  heavily, 
^ES^l  And  the  Bick  day  Bhutling  a  bloodsliot 

The  People  now  here  a  while  ago. 
How  here  now  there,  now  everywhere. 
Anil,  of  ail  in  the  Palace,  none  doth  iinow 
Where  the  People  may  be,  ere  is  done 
This  last  of  two  disastrous  days. 
Now  waning  fast,  with  watery  raya. 
Quick,  Fancy  I  ere  its  light  be  gone, 
Irom  out  of  the  many  't  is  darltcning  on 
Save  mo  a.  single  face.     This  one. 

Broidered  of  satin,  as  best  befits, 
Ib  the  gilded  chair  where  the  nrchin  sits, 
Whose  grandsirea  all  earth's  greatest  were 
In  grandeur,  when  the  grand  were  great. 
For  the  childhood  of  this  child  is  heir 
To  monarchy's  old  age. 

Thekt« 
Sunbeam,  now  sinking  in  his  hair 
(Weary  of  strife  with  a  rainy  sky). 
Faintly,  solemnly,  lingers  there 
With  a  sorrowful  glory,  soon  to  die; 
As  all  things  must,  sorae  day,  whene'er 
Time  dieavows  them  :  Time  knows  why. 
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O'er  kingdoms  twidn  thon  wert  bora  to  reign, 

Bourhon  child  of  the  Hapsburg  mother  I 

Life's  feirest,  ona  ;  and  earth's,  the  other ; 

Fratice,  and  Youth.     Of  all  the  train 

Of  those  the  wondering  world  admires, 

Lords  and  Ladi^,  Knights  and  Squires, 

Long-robed  Senator  severe, 

Roval  Dnite,  and  Frincclj  Poor,  — 

They  whose  heads  be  Heads  of  France, 

To  whom,  with  a  Sullen  countenance. 

Hungry  hundreds  crook  the  knee, 

None  but  boweth  the  head  to  thee, 

Little  child  1     Whose  face  is  one 

Of  a  group  that  all  are  gone. 

For,  since  thoa,  0  child,  didst  flee. 
Who  knows  whore  ?  from  human  sight ; 
Never  child,  king-born,  like  thee, 
Hath  been  bom  to  absolute  right : 
Sons  of  kings  no  more  can  be 
Guaranteed,  as  thoa  weit  then. 
Of  the  servitude  of  men. 

Hearest  thou  the  sounds  outside  'i 
Hearest  thoa  the  sounds  within ' 
In  the  neighboring  chamber  l^ide 
Swops,  in  colloqay  with  Fear; 
Monnier'a  lojal  cares  begin ; 
Prudence  plucks  at  Lafayette  ; 
Orleans  with  sulky  stride 
Is  philosophiiing  rot ; 
Chartres  has  Lonis  by  the  ear ; 
Necker  rubs  a  ruminant  chin. 
Outeida  in  the  twilight  drear 
Swells  the  ominona  surly  din. 
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See!  the  child  is  playing  now 
With  his  sister's  silfej  tresses ; 
To  whose  infantine  white  brow 
Lips  as  white  a.  mother  presses. 
Are  not  children  safe  from  harm, 
Cii^ed  by  a  mother's  arm  t 

In  the  chair  where  sits  the  child 

Smiling,  long  since  sat  and  smiled 

Him  men  named  the  "  Grand  Monarqae." 

Ah,  the  light  is  fading  dark  1 

Through  the  palace  windows  wide 

What  is  still  so  dim  descried 

In  the  pale  persistent  rain  'i 

Is  the  deluge  hack  again  ? 

And  what  wrecltt  world's  groaning  ark 

There  emits  its  monstrous  train 

To  new-people  earth  with  pain! 

Men  or  beasts  ?     What  are  they  ?     Mark  I 

Seest  thoa  t  hearest  thou,  little  child  ? 

Haggard  faces;  women  wild; 

Men  red-handed,  blood-detiled ; 

Heroism,  and  Hope,  and  Hate, 

Hunger,  Horror,  Wrath,  and  Crime, 

Mingling  in  the  march  of  Fate, 

Life's  grotesque  with  Love's  sublime ; 

Bagged  wretches  grim  and  stark. 

Smiling  as  tiiej  never  smiled 

Till  this  moment ;  jaw  of  shark 

Gaping  at  a  drowning  ship ; 

Eye  of  liger ;  lion's  grip  ; 

Stormy  starvelings,  smutcht  and  soiled, 

Thick  through  garden,  court,  aud  park. 
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Bound  that  palace  terrace-piled, 

Teeming,  tosBing,  trampling  .  .  .  .  Hark  I 

First  a  growl,  and  then  a  howl. 

Voice  of  B,  vast  tonnented  soul, 

And  then  a  ehrill  heartbrcating  bark. 

And  now  an  immense  murtherous  roar. 

Nearer,  drearer,  more  and  more,  — 

The  famisht  ivild  beast's  roar  fur  bread  I 

Suddenly  the  child's  hand  ceased 

Its  sport  among  the  liny  trcsscs 

Of  the  little  golden  head 

Backward  bent  to  its  caresses  ; 

All  those  tumbled  curls  released  ; 

While  the  pouting  child-lipa  said, 

"Mother,  I  am  HnNOBrl" 

Or, 
Of  the  Poor  man's  child,  snpprest 
In  a  People's  slarviug  breast, 
For  BO  many  wicked  years ! 
Cry,  no  law  could  longer  smother 
In  the  lawless,  lifeless  past ! 
By  what  strange  revenge  of  chanco 
Didst  thou  tbus  ascend  so  high, 
From  what  depths  of  woe  upcast. 
As  to  smite  the  heart  of  a  mother. 
Heard  iu  the  unwilling  eara 
Of  a  listening  Queen  of  France, 
From  a  Dauphin's  lips  at  last  ? 
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I^^^Si^O  greet  the  yonng  Atlantis  of  the  West 
^i  ^ij  ^U^i'S^  R"^  ''''^  Mouoretis  of  the  Old 

l^^sitajl  The  si^rhings  of  the  hearts  of  their  op- 

prest, 
Bowlings  and  hnogers  of  their  hungriest, 
And  many  a  trampled  truth,  and  foiled  intent 
And  pining  hope  etewhile  in  prison  pent, 
Hftlf-Btaniog  hodiefl  and  sore-atrioien  bouIb, 
And  every  wretchedness  the  deep  unrest 
That  shakes  the  sad  shores  of  the  Old  World  rolls 
Ever  and  anon  to  drown  in  gulfs  ungnest,  — 
The  wrecks  of  Time !    And  all  these  ruined  things 
The  Witch-Queen  of  the  Oceanides  ■ 
Sliaped  into  glorious  forms  of  crowned  kings ; 
And  to  their  sorrows  gave  she  sovereignties 
Upon  the  frontiers  of  the  Future  Time ; 
Where  they  Bit  throned,  judging  the  Old  World's 


Yet  did  the  Old  World  plague  her  on  this  wise  : 
Into  the  cradle  of  her  childhood's  sleep 
It  dropt  a  serpent's  egg.     And,  ere  her  eyes 
Were  opened,  forth  did  the  hatched  reptile  creep. 
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And  bread  a  venomoofl  brood  of  tyrannies. 

Sloths,  nsarpations,  ignominies,  liea; 

Which  her  yet  infant  force,  by  fear,  did  keep 

Subservient  to  their  wielted  witcheries. 

These,  when  she  stronger  waxed,  and  strove  to  rise 

And  set  her  foot  upon  the  viperous  heap 

Of  their  infernal  pn^ny,  were  wise 

In  the  old  wisdom  of  their  Serpent  Sire, 

And,  taught  by  Satan,  tempted  her  desire 

Of  Power,  —  lo  palter  and  to  compromise 

With  Profit,  —  by  their  poison-ponchas  brewed 

From  human  blood  in  human  flesh  bkcfc-hued, 

So  thai  the  Angel  in  her  droopt  his  wing, 

And  sank  ioto  a  sick  and  sullen  ewonnd; 

And  GJold  was  made  her  God,  and  Cain  her  King, 

And   Crime  the  crown  wherewith  her  head  was 

Until  her  reptile  rulers  waxed  secure 

Of  Sin's  Bueeess,  and  passed  the  bitter  bound 

Of  what  God's  padence  suffcra  man  to  endure ; 

Spat  on  the  cheek  their  kiss  had  lefl  impure. 

Beat  her,  and  left  her  bare  to  her  distress. 

But,  hardier  than  the  hooted  lioness 

When  the  net  breaks,  —  stern  mother  of  strong 

She  leapt  to  lordly  life,  and  rolled  around 
The  lustrous  orbs  of  her  indignant  scorn, 
And  rent  her  coward  eompact  with  the  crimes 
Of  the  Old  World;  wbich,  deeming  her  forlorn 
In  that  surpassing  pang  wherein  she  found 
Surpassing  strength,  gliid  of  man's  loss,  stood  by. 
With  spleenful  sneer,  and  supercilious  eye, 
Scrihblinj!  on  time's  loose  sands  with  crooked  staff 
Antieipatious  of  her  epitaph. 
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For,  fooled  by  ifs  own  wishful  hale,  it  deemed 
Those  panj,'s  of  her  transcendent  S&^ond-Birth 
To  be  the  despemla  dealh-tliroea  of  what  seemed 
Her  last  wild  hour.    And  the  old  kings  a'  the  earth 
Motked  with  their  pointed  sceptres, and  made  mirth. 


Which  whoso  holds  stands  fs 

Or  Birays,  though  doirkness  be  on  aca  and  land. 

And  Strength  was  given  to  her  from  Heaven,  when 

Proffered  by  Hell  she  spurned;  strenglli  to  with- 
stand 
And  stand.     In  that  apocaljpljc  hour 
Her  might  was  inexhaustible  by  man 
(Even  as  the  mythic  horn,  which  ever  flowed. 
Because  the  illimitable  ocean 
forever  at  one  end  thereof  abode), 
For  throogh  her  frame  those  heavenly  forces  ran 
Whose  fountain-head  ia  the  Eternal  God. 
Hot  fervid  foot  with  fiery  parpose  shod 
(Forged  hy  strong  Faith)  the  formidable  field 
Of  frenzied  Opposition  firmly  trod; 
Though  oil  repulsed,  returning  ofl^  to  yield 
Of  Freedom's  heriti^je  no  hallowed  sod  : 
Nor  ever  drowsed  she  on  her  battle  shield. 
Till  her  supreme  spear,  red  with  traitorous  blood. 
Had  slain  the  Serpent  and  hia  rebel  brood. 
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Save  what  rare  promise  of  rich  sunrise  twines 

In  her  wild  hair  from  splendors  of  Its  own. 

High  in  ehe  heaven  of  human  hope  her  throne 

Kises  remote  from  us,  whose  orb  deelines 

Down  the  daric  slope  of  time,  —  remote  and  lone 

In  solitary  light,  as  when  afar 

A  cnmson  clond,  ihe  pent  Finn's  stormy  sone, 

Brightens  the  welkin  ;  and  belated  signs 

Are  setting,  and  a,  sudden  breeze  is  blown 

About  the  shnddeiing  stQtness  of  the  dawn : 

Some  sleep  a  heavy  sleep,  with  cnrtain  drawn 

And  shutter  fast  agmnst  whatever  beams 

Visit  the  dark  ;  and  unto  tbem  dawn's  star 

Is  even  as  though  it  were  not:  some  there  are 

That  see  and  fear  it ;  unto  whom  it  seems 

A  portent  prophesying  woful  war. 

And  ruin  to  the  world  whereon  it  gleams, 

The  fidliug  of  long-fa^d  faiths,  the  jar 

Of  jostled  thrones,  the  flowing  tbrth  of  streams 

"Whose  fnrj'  Law's  old  limitary  bar 

Shall  stem  no  more,  the  ausoldering  of  old  schemes, 

And  foundering  of  old  Gibrics,  splint  and  spar. 

And  trampling  of  tumultuary  extremes 

Which  man's  mild  golden  middle  way  shall  mar : 

But  some,  though  few,  that  dreamed  of  it  in  dreams. 

And  wated,  believing,  with  unwearied  eyes 

To  watch  lor  the  illumining  of  dark  skies, 

What  time  the  skies  were  darkest,  liail  the  sight 

As  haply  herald  of  a  long-wisht  light. 

9. 
Little  she  heeds  our  welcome  or  our  srorn. 
The  title-deeds  of  her  immense  ccimmnnd 
She  sues  not  from  the  signing  of  our  hand. 
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Great  Nature  signed  them  wlien  her  child  was  bom. 
Great  Nature  gnarda  them.   They  sliall  not  be  torn 
S'roin  Nature's  grasp.     The  inviolable  land 
Into  whose  spacious  lap  her  affluent  horn 
Siiowera  more  wealth  than  e'er  the  unvalued  sweat 
Of  serf  and  villain  did  of  old  beget 
from  the  wronged  earth,  to  appease  the  diseoutent 
Of  murtherous  tnonarthies  whose  names  are  yet 
On  palaces  and  te]nple3  opulent, 
She  holds  b;  Nature's,  not  by  our,  consent. 
Her  foot  is  on  the  Serpent  she  bath  st^n. 
The  wound  ia  in  her  bosom,  where  he  bit 
The  red  blood  blossoms,  as  it  drips  from  it, 
To  flowers  that  flonrisb  best  on  battle  plain  ; 
Which,  being  pluckt,  for  enddon  cures  are  fit; 
Whose  biting  juices  purge  out  many  a  stain. 
Her  cheek  is  flnsht  with  fervor,  not  with  pain. 
Her  eyes  are  beacon  lights  by  Freedom  lit. 
And  her  strong  fbrebead  b  severely  knit 
By  somewhat  of  a  newly  learned  disdain 
For  the  mnch  mockery  of  our  little  wit. 
About  the  fillet  of  b«r  brows  is  writ 
Hdmanity,  —  sad  word,  oft  sighed  in  vain 
By  weary  lips  of  wretches  doomed  to  sit 
Counting  the  links  of  Custom's  cruel  chain  ; 
But  on  those  lips  of  hera  the  sound  thereof 
Is  even  as  though  all  laughters  that  hnrt  lain 
(Frozen  by  old  Unwisdom's  wintry  scoff) 
Long  mute  in  Nature's  mighty  heart  leapt  free 
To  join  a  new  world's  general  jubilee. 
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We  praise  the  past,  with  praises  insincere. 
For  what  its  loudest  eulogists  arc  lolh 
To  emulate;  whose  supercilious  sloth 
Flajs  off,  vritli  hollow  commendatioas  drear. 
The  virtues  and  the  valors  that  have  ceased 
To  Ehapo  the  condnct  of  mankind's  career 
Against  wliatever  lives  in  living  breast 
Of  virtue  and  ot  valor,  striving  here. 
And  striving  noru,  to  help  man's  imminent  need. 
And  honor  pasa^  worth  by  present  deed. 
We  chuckle  when  they  fall,  who  fight  —  or  sink, 
Wlio  sour  —  or  scumhle,  who  stiaia  forward  stiU. 
We  know  not  what  to  do,  nor  what  to  think. 
Save  only  to  do  nothing,  and  think  ill 
Of  all  things  done.     We  peep  about  the  brink 
Of  tlic  full-flowing  river  of  lime,  until 
Some  waning  moon's  wan  influence,  to  fulfil 
Our  feeble  hope,  do  chance  to  sack  and  shrink 
The  torrent  wave  we  have  not  strength  nor  skill 
Either  to  pass,  or  turn  what  way  we  will. 
The  winds  of  change  afflict  as.     What  to-day 
We  tether  tight  to-morrow  whirls  away. 
That  which  our  laitb  offlrms  our  fear  denies. 
Our  consdence  cries  to  our  convenience  Nay. 
The  tides  of  things  are  flowing  otherwise 
Than  with  their  wills  on  whom  our  doubt  relies. 
Their  prophesyings  Fate's  fierce  facts  gainsay, 
And  Time's  swift  wisdom  their  slow  wit  belies. 
Whoso  master  is  unmerciful  surprise, 
And  their  sad  task  impossible  delay. 
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The  hopes  which  our  inhospitahiB  fear 

Hoots  into  houseless  spaec,  —  the  manifold 

Enthnsiflsms  Love  Bends  forth  to  cheer 

Each  lu9ty  champion  that  gives  battle  bold 

In  hie  gloil  cause,  —  the  meanings  and  the  aims 

Timt  move  tbe  inighiy  disk  of  Circiimslance, 

And  that  strong  demiorgic  faith,  that  frames 

Foundations  deeper  titan  the  drifts  of  chance, 

Eicape  us,  —  in  the  striving  of  the  soul 

Of  poets,  and  the  thinking  of  the  thought 

Of  sages,  and  tlie  yoariiiiig  to  its  goal 

Of  thut  endeavoring  Impulse  which  hath  brought 

All  things  to  what  they  are,  nor  pauses  over 

Half-way  to  what  they  shall  be  ;  whose  endeavor 

Undoes  our  deedless  doings.     And  all  these 

Are  made  (he  servants  of  the  Destinies, 

Which,  being  our  despots,  are  her  ministers; 

Who  dips  in  the  dim  light  of  sotting  suns 

The  spacious  skirts  of  that  vast  robe  of  hers 

That  widens  ever  in  the  wondrous  West; 

Bui  on  her  sceptre  shines  the  morning  star, 

Whereto  she  sings  mysterious  orisons. 

In  her  ki^e  lap  Jove's  Bird  bath  built  his  nest ; 

And  the  great  Ocean  Stream  orbicular 

Goeth  about  tn  girdle  her  strong  breast, 

Whereto  the  nursling  hopes  of  Time  are  pitst 


A  mightier  wrong  than  the  remorseless  Greek, 
In  the  sad  docad  of  the  woes  of  Troy, 
Revenged  what  time  lie  did  his  angers  wreak 
On  gray-haired  Pnam  and  his  Phrygian  boy, 
A  lofler  scorn  than  that  of  Thetis'  son, 
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With  nobler  Bvrard,  redresECd  on  fleroer  field  : 
A  faii-er  priiic  than  Helen's  beauty  won  ; 
A  litiughtiec  (be  than  Hector  forced  to  yield; 
And  left  a  theme,  for  larger  Iliads  fit 
Than  Homer  sung,  in  legends  yet  unwrit. 


Then  came  the  Old  World's  mooarcbs ;  who  had 

sought 
(Hoping  that  Hell  might  over  Heaven  prevail) 
To  crown  the  infernal  foe  wherewith  she  fought, 
What  dme  the  fight  was  dubious, — erjing,"All 

h^l. 
Most  sovereign  lady !  since  thou  didst  not  fail 
In  battle  snnh  as  never  was  belbre. 
Since  when  the  Titans  did  the  Gods  assiul. 
For  now  ihou  art  the  Goddess  we  adore 
(Long  vowed  to  lift  not  whatsoever  veil 
iler  Godhood  wears),  whose  title  is  Success. 
Therefore  be  witness  of  our  willingness 
To  give  thee  welcome  I  " 

But  she  answered  not : 
Who  then  was  musing  on  man's  faith  in  what 
Her  faith  had  won  for  man  —  Futurity. 
That  war  was  not  as  theirs,  eartli's  anarchs  old, 
Mere  barbarone  battle  for  most  brutal  gain, 
The  slave's  affliction  and  the  tyrant's  joy. 
The  making,  not  the  breaking,  of  the  chain 
Which  Hell's  Ambition  in  his  hand  doth  hold:  — 
But,  for  all  hnman  &ith  in  human  worth; 
For  man's  most  outraged  hope  in  heavenly  things ; 
For  those  high  aspirations  that  go  forth, 
Tlie  holy  souls  of  human  sufierings. 
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To  gladden  God ;  for  one  afflicted  Earth 
And  our  forgotten  Heaven  ;  for  whatsoe'er 
Kedeems  the  Past,  making  the  Futare  fair. 
The  Present  hlamelesa ;  foe  the  black  man's  fles 
The  white  man's  spirit;  {or  Freedom,  flattering, 
Caught  in  her  first  flight  by  the  fowler's  mesh, 
With  sullied  fi^atlier  and  with  broken  wing ; 
For  all  sublime  Ideas  that  cry  to  Giod, 
Baried  alive  beneath  earth's  clumsy  clod 
Of  sullen  fact ;  and  every  noble  thought ;  — 
For  these,  not  only  for  herself,  she  fought  I 
And  Ihdra  her  victory  is,  not  hers  alone : 
For  they  to  help  her  in  the  conflict  wrought. 
Where'er  the  oppressor  trembles  at  the  groan 
Of  the  opprest ;  wherever  Truth  is  taught 
To  challenge  Falsehood  with  undaunted  tone; 
"Wherever  a  slave  is  made  into  a  man, 
And  that  man's  fleah  and  blood  are  made  his  ow 
Where  what  a  poet  dreams  a  people  can 
Resolve  to  achieve;  wherever  what  hath  been 
A  wish  —  scarce  even  a  hope  —  in  ages  gone, 
Begins  to  be  a  certainty  clear-seen  ; 
Wherever  Justice  widens  Freedom's  span  ; 
Wherever  right  for  all  is  wrong  to  none. 
And  fear  in  many  b  not  force  in  one  ; 
Wiierever  life  assumes  a  lovelier  mien; 
Wherever  Conscionce  is  crowned  Custom's  Qnee 
Wiierever  good  believed  is  good  begun  ;  — 
The  everlasting  trophies  she  hath  won 
Shall  stand  unshaken  by  the  storms  of  rime. 
Deep  as  man's  heart,  and  as  man's  hope  sublimi 
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jjI'WAS  neither  day  nor  night,  bat  both 
S   Mixed  111  a  muddj-  smudge  of  London 


Sbe  strayed  on  through  the  rain,  and  through  the 

That  did  the  slop-fed  filmy  city  flood, 

Meekly  unmindftil  as  are  wreithes,  who, 

Accustomed  to  discomJbrtiugs,  pursue 

Their  paClis  scarce  conscious  of  the  more  or  Icsfj 

Of  misery  mingled  with  each  day's  distress. 

Albeit  the  ghostly  rag,  too  thin  to  call 

Even  the  bodily  remnant  of  a  shSiWl 

(Mere  heaps  of  holes  to  one  another  stitched), 

That  tightly  was  about  her  shoulders  twitched. 

As,  at  each  step,  the  Iretful  cough,  in  vmn 

By  its  vext  riclim  checked,  broke  loose  again. 

And  shivered  through  it,  dripping  drop  by  drop, 

Contrived  the  flaccid  petticoat  to  sop 

With  the  chill  surcharge  of  its  oozy  welt. 

The  mad  was  everywhere.     It  seemed  to  melt 
Out  of  the  grimy  houses,  trickling  down 
Those  brick-wori  blocks  that  at  each  other  frown, 
Unsociable,  though  squeezed  and  jammed  so  closo 
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Together ;  all  mODOtononsl}'  morose, 
And  claiming  each,  behind  his  iron  mil, 
The  smug  iuit>urtaiice  of  a  privMe  jail. 
.  It  seemed  to  staff  the  bluri'ed  and  spongy  skj  ; 
To  cic^  the  slimy  streets ;  and  fiercely  try 
To  climb  the  doorsteps ;  blind  \Fith  spattered  filth 
The  dismal  lamps  ;  and  spew  out  its  sick  spilth 
At  unawares.  From  hiding-places,  known 
In  dark  streetcomers  to  its  spite  alone. 
She  strayed  on  through  the  mod:  'twas  nothing 

And  throug'h  the  ratn  —  the  rain  ?  it  was  mud  loo  1 
The  woman  still  was  young,  and  Nature  meant. 
Doubtless,  she  should  be  lair ;  bat  that  intent 
Hunger,  in  haste,  had  marred,  or  (oil,  or  both. 
There  was  no  cobr  in  the  quiet  mouth, 
Nor  fulness ;  yet  it  had  a  ghostly  grace 
Pathetically  jttile.     The  thin  young  face 
Was  interpenetrated  tenderly 
With  soft  signiticanoe.     The  warm  brown  eye, 
And  warm  brown  hair,  had  gentle  gleams.     Per- 
chance 
Those  gracions  tricks  of  gesture  and  of  glance. 
Those  dear  and  innocent  arts,  —  a  woman's  ways 
Of  wearing  pretty  looks,  and  winning  praise,  — 
The  pleasantness  of  pleasing,  and  the  skill, 
Were  native  to  this  woman,  —  woman  still. 
Though  woman  withered.     There's  a  last  degree 
Of  misery  that  is  sexless  wholly.     She 
Was  yet  what  ye  are,  mothers,  sisters,  wives. 
That  are  so  sweet  and  lovely  in  onr  lives  ;  — 
A  woman  stilt,  for  all  her  withered  look, 
Even  as  a  faded  flower  in  a  book 
Is  still  a  flower. 
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Dark  darker  grows.     The  lamps 
Of  London,  flaring  through  the  foggy  damps, 
Glare  np  and  down  the  gray  streets  ghostily. 
And  the  long  roanng  of  load  wheels  rolls  by. 
The   huge,    hump-shouidei'ed   bridge   is  reached. 

She  slops. 
The  shadowy  Etream  bBneath  it  slides  and  drops 
Witli  sulky  sound  between  the  arches  old. 

She  eyed  it  from  the  parapet.     The  cold 
Clung  to  her,  creeping  np  the  creepy  stream. 
The  enormous  city,  like  a  madman's  dream. 
Full  of  strange  hummiugs  and  unnataral  glare. 
Beat  on  her  brain.     Some  Tempter  whispered, 

"  There, 
Is  quiet,  and  an  end  of  long  distress. 
Leap  down  !  leap  in  !     One  anguish  more  or  less 
In  this  Icnse  tangle  of  tormented  souls 
God  keeps  no  strict  account  of.     The  stream  rolls 
Forever  and  forever.     Death  is  swill. 
And  easy." 

Then  soft  shadows  seemed  to  lift 
Long  arms  out  of  the  streaming  dark  below, 
Wooiogly  waving  to  her. 

But,  ah  no. 
All  no  !      She  is  still  afraid  of  them  to-night, 
Those  plausible  familiars  1     Die  ^     What  right 
Is  hers  lo  die  ^  —  a  mother,  and  a  wife, 
Whose  love  hath  given  hostages  to  life ! 

The  voices  of  the  shadows  make  reply  : 
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(What  thoa  hast  ceased  to  earn)  the  bread  and 

That's  not  enough  for  ail,  —  what  unearned  right 
Hast  thou  to  eay,  '  [  clioose  to  line?  '  " 

Witli  might 
The  moeking  shadows  mounted,  as  they  spoke, 
Nearer,  and  clearer ;  and  Iheir  voices  broke 
Into  a  groan  that  mingled  mtii  the  roar 
Of  London,  growing  louder  evermore 
With  multitudes  of  moanings  from  tielow. 
Mysterious,  wrathful,  miserable. 

"Ah  no. 
Ah  no !  For  Willie  wails  for  mo  at  home. 
And  will  not  sleep  all  night  till  I  am  come. 
'T  U  hite  ....  but  there  wore  hopes  of  work  to 

do: 
I  waiwd  ....  though  in  vain.     Ah,  if  he  knew  ! 

A  drunken  man 
Stumbled  agiunst  her,  stared,  and  then  began 
To  troll  a  lavem  stave,  with  husky  voice 
(The    subject   coarse,   tlie   language   strong,  not 

choice), 
And  humming  reeled  away. 

Up  streamed  again 
The  voices  of  the  shadows,  in  disdain  ; 

"  A  mother  t  and  a  wifb  t     lU-gottca  names, 
Filched  from  earth's  blisses  to  increase  its  shames  1 
What  right  have  bread  less  mothers  to  give  birth 
To  breadless  babies?     Children,  meant  for  mirth. 
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And  motherliood  for  rapture,  and  the  bliss 
01'  wifehood  crovrnmg  womanhood,  [he  kiss 
Of  lips  whose  kissing  melts  two  lives  in  ooe  :  — 
What  right  was  thine,  forsooth,  because  the  sun 
Is  sweet  in  June,  and  biood  beats  high  in  youth, 
To  elaim  those  blessings?    Claimed,  what  right, 

forsooth, 
To  change  them  into  CHrses  :  craving  love. 
Who  lackest  bread  !     There  la  no  room  above 
Earth's  breast  for  amorous  paupers.    Creep  below. 
And  hide  th/self  liom  ^lure  1 " 

She  mnrmnred,  "  even  so  I   and  yet  .  ■  ■  ■  dear 

I  meant  to  comfort  thee ! "     Then,  with  a  start : 
"  And  he  is  siek,  poor  man  !  No  work  to^laJ  .... 
No    work   to-morrow  .....   And  the   rent   to 

pay  ...  . 
And  two  small  mouths  to  feed  !".... 

Three  tiny  elves 
As  plump  as  Puck,  at  all  things  and  themselves 
Lauyhiag,  tan  by  her  in  the  rain.     They  were 
Chubby,  and  rosy-cheeked,  with  golden  hwr, 
Tossing  behind  :  two  girls,  a  boy  :  they  held 
Each  other's  hands,  and  so  contrived  to  weld 
Their  glailnesses  in  one.     No  rain,  though  chiU, 
Could  vex  their  joyous  ignorance  of  ill. 
Then,  sorrowfully,  her  thoughts  began  to  stray 
Far  out  of  London,  many  a  mile  away 
Among  the  meadows ; 

In  green  Hertfordshire, 
When  lanes  are  white  with  May,  the  breathing  brier 
Wafts  sweet  tlioughts  to  our  spirits,  if  wo  pass 
Bi;tween  the  hedges,  and  the  happy  grass, 
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Boiieath,  is  sprinkled  with  the  o'erblown  leaves 
Of  wild  while  roses.     In  the  lonj;,  long  eves 
The  cuckoo  calls  from  every  glimmering  tiower 
And  lone  dim-lighred  glade.     The  small  chnrch 

Smiles  kindly  at  the  village  nnderneath. 

Ah  God  I  once  more  to  smell  the  rose's  breath 

Among  those  cottage  gardens  I     Tfiere  'e  a  field 

Pjist  the  hill-farm,  hard  by  the  little  weald. 

Was  first  to  fill  with  cowslips  every  jear ; 

Tha  children  used  to  play  there.     Could  one  hear 

Onus  more  that  merry  brook  that  leaves  the  leas 

Quiet  at  eve,  bnl  through  the  low  birch-trees 

Is  ever  noisy  I     Then,  at  nutting  time 

The  woods  are  gayer  than  even  in  their  prime, 

And  afterwards,  there  's  something,  hard  Co  tell, 

FuU  of  home-feelings  in  the  healthy  smell 

Wide  over  all  the  red  ploughed  uplands  spread 

From  burning  weeds,  what  time   the  woods   are 

"  We  were  eo  young  I  wo  loved  each  other  bo  I 
Ah   yet,   ....    if  one  could   live   the   winter 

through ! 
And  winter's  worst  is  o'er  in  March  ....  who 

knows  f 
The  times  might  mend." 

Then  through  her  thoughts  uprose 
The  menacing  image  of  the  imminent  need 
Of  this  bleak  night. 

"  Two  little  mouths  to  feed ! 
No   work !  .  .  .  .   and   Willie   sick  I  .  .  .  .  and 

how  to  pay 
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She  plucked  herself  away 
From  the  bewildering  river  ;  and  again 
Strayed  onwards,  onwanlB,  through  the  endless  rain 
Among  the  endleae  streets,  with  wearj  g^C, 
And  dreary  heart,  trailing  disconsolate 
A  draggled  skirt  with  feeble  feet  slipshod. 
The  sky  seemed  one  vast  blackness  without  God, 
Or,  if  a  gud,  a  god  like  some  that  hero 
Be  gods  of  earth,  who,  missing  love,  choose  fear 
For  henchman,  and  so  rule  a  multitude 
Thej  have  subdued,  but  never  understood. 
The  ro&ring  of  the  wheels  began  anew. 
And  London  down  its  dismal  vortex  drew 
This  wandering  minim  of  the  misery 
Of  millions. 


Gray  and  grisly,  'neath  this  sky 
Of  hitter  darkness,  gleamed  the  long  blind  wall 
Of  that  grim  institute  we  English  call 
The  Poor-House. 

We  bnilil  houses  (br  our  poor, 
Pay  poor-rates,  —  do  our  heet,  indeed,  to  cure 
Their  general  sickness  by  ail  special  ways. 
If  not  saccessful,  still  deserving  praise. 
Because  implying  (which,  for  my  part,  I 
Applaud  intensely)  that  society 
Is  answerable,  as  a  whole,  to  man,  — 
Ay,  and  to  Christ,  since  self-styled  Christian  1 
For  how  the  poor  it  brings  to  birth  may  fare ; 
Though  some  French  folks  count  tills  in  chief  the 

affair 
Of  Government,  which  pays  for  its  mistoliCS 
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To  Revolution,  when  grim  Hunger  breaks 
His  aocial  fetter  Eometimes.     Still,  remains 
This  fact,  a  sad  one :  —  'spile  of  all  our  pains. 
The  poor  increase  among  as  faster  bHII 
Than  means  to  feed  them,  though  we  las  the  till 
To  crara  the  alms-box.     Which  is  passing  strange, 
Saeing  that  this  Engiantlin  the  world's  wide  range 
lianks  wealthiest  of  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
Bnt  thereby  hangs  a  riddle  which  is  worth 
The  solving  some  day,  if  we  can.     That 's  all. 

This  woman,  passing  by  that  Poor-House  wall. 
Shuddered,  and  thought ....  no  matter !  't  was  a 

Ob/jt  that  made  her  shudder,  —  tail  she  caught 
Her  foot  against  a  beap  of  something  strange. 
And  wet,   and   soft ;   which   made   that   shudder 

change 
To  one  of  physical  terror. 

'T  was  as  though 
The  multitudinous  mod,  to  ecaro  her  bo. 
Had  heaped  itself  into  a  iiideous  heap, 
Not  humau  sure,  but  living.     With  a  creep 
The  thing,  wliate'er  it  was,  her  chance  foot  spuniad, 
Began  to  move;  like  humid  earth  npiamod 
By  a  snouted  mole,  disturbed ;  or  else,  — suppose 
A  swarm  of  feeding  flies,  when  clustered  close 
About  a  lump  of  carrion,  or  a  hive 
Of  brown-backed  hoes.     It  seemed  to  be  alive 
After  this  fashion.     A  collective  mass 
Of  movement,  making  from  ihe  life  it  has, 
Or  seems  to  have,  in  common,  though  so  small, 
A  sort  of  monstrous  individual. 
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For,  from  the  inward  to  the  outward  moved, 
The  hideons  lump  heaved  slowly;  slowlj  shoved 
Lajer  aiUr  Layer  of  soaked  and  rotting  rags 
On  each  side,  down  it,  (o  the  sloppy  flags 
Beneath  its  headless  bulk ;  thus  makiag  space 
For  the  upthrusCing  of  the  creature's  face. 
Or  creature's  self,  whate'er  tliat  might  liave  b«en. 
Whence,  suddanly  emerging,  —  to  be  seen. 
One  must  imagine,  rather  than  to  see, 
Since  it  looked  nowhere,  neither  seemed  to  be 
Surprised,  or  even  conscious,  —  there  was  thrust 
(As  though  it  came  up  thus  btcaitse  it  must. 
And  not  because  it  wonld|  a  linmaD  head. 
With  sexless  conntenance,  thai  neither  said 
To  man,  nor  woman  .  ..."  I  belong  to  you," 
But  seemed  a  fearful  mixture  of  the  two 
United  in  a  failnre  horrible 
Of  featnres,  meant  for  human  you  might  tell 
By  just  so  much  as  their  Icau  uoHishncss 
Contrived  more  intense  meaning  to  express 
Than  hunger-heated  eye  or  snarlingjaw 
Of  any  real  wolf. 

Stricken  with  awe. 
The  woman,  only  very  poor  indeed. 
Recoiled  before  that  crealnre  past  all  need, 
And  past  all  help,  too,  being  past  all  hope, 
Tor,  st«rn  and  stark,  gainst  the  stolid  cope 
Of  the  sad,  rainy,  and  enormous  night, 
That  sexless  face  had  6sed  itself  upright 
At  once,  and,  as  it  were,  mechanically. 
With  no  surprise;  as  mnch  as  to  imply 
That  it  had  done  with  this  world  everywhere, 
And  henceforth  looked  tp  Heaven  :  yet  loolied  cot 
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With  any  sort  of  hope,  or  thanfcfnlness 
For  things  expected,  but  in  grim  distress. 
From  the  mere  wont  of  gazing  constantly 
On  darkness- 
London's  Life  went  roaring  by. 
And  Wok  no  notice  of  this  thing  at  all. 
It  seemed  a  heap  of  mud  ^itinst  the  wall. 
And  if  it  were  a  vagrant  ....  well!  why,  there 
The  Poor-House  stands.     The  thing  is  Us  af^r. 
Hot  yours,  nor  mine ;  who  pay  the  rates  when  dne. 
And  trust  in  God,  as  all  good  Christians  do. 
And  yet,  —  if  you  or  I  had  passid  that  way. 
And  noticed  (which  we  did  not  do,  I  say. 
Not  ours  the  iault ! )  tlie  creature  crouching  there, 
I  swear  to  yon,  0  Brother,  and  declare 
For  ray  part,  on  my  conscience,  that,  although 
I  never  jet  was  bo  opprest,  I  know, 
By  instant  awe  of  any  king  or  queen, 
Prehite,  or  prince,  whate'er  the  chance  hath  been. 
As  to  have  felt  ray  heart's  calm  beating  stopped. 
Or  my  knees  taller,  yet  I  must  have  dropped 
(Ay,  and  you  (oo,  friend  whom  my  heart  knows 

well!) 
In  presence  of  that  unapproachable 
Appalling  Majesty  of  Misery ; 
Lifting  its  pale-faced  protest  to  the  sky 
Silently  against  yon,  and  me,  no  doubt. 
And  ait  the  others  of  this  social  rout 
That  calls  itself  line  names  in  modern  books. 
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Too  much  like  insult  to  that  grlm-fuced  QueeD, 
Or  King,  whiche'er  it  wae,  of  ■Wretchedness. 
Her  own  muuh  misery  seemed  so  much  less 
Than  this,  flung  down  before  her,  —  by  God  aent. 
It  may  have  been,  for  her  admcDishmcnt. 
But,  at  the  last,  she  timidlj  drew  near 
And  whispered  faintly  in  the  creature's  ear, 
"  Haye  yon  no  home  ?  " 

No  look  even  made  reply. 
Much  less  a  word.     But  on  the  stolid  sky 
The  stolid  face  stared  ever. 

"Are  you  coW! " 
A  sort  of  inward  creepy  movement  rolled 
The  rnstled  rags.     And  still  the  stolid  face 
Perused  the  stolid  sky.     Perhaps  the  case 
Supposed  was  too  self-evident  to  claim 
More  confirmation  than  what  creeping  came 
To  crumble  those  chill  rags;  subsiding  soon. 
As  though  to  be  unnoticed  were  a  boon. 
All  kinds  of  notice  having  proved  unkind. 
Sach  creatures  as  men  hunt  are  loath  to  find 
The  hole  discovered  where  they  hide ;  and,  when 
By  chance  you  stir  them  otit  of  it,  they  then 
Make  haste  to  feign  to  be  already  dead, 
Hoping  escape  that  way. 

The  woman  said 
More  Jaintly,  "Areyou  hungry^" 

There,  at  once 
Finding  iniensest  utterance  for  the  nonce, 
With  such  a  howl  't  would  chill  your  blood  to  boar 
The  wolf-jaws  wailed  out,  "Hungry?    ha,  look 
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And  therewith,  fingers  of  a  sfceletou  claw 

Tearing  asunder  those  foul  rags,  you  saw 

....  Was  it  a  woman's  breast  t     It  might  be  so. 

It  looked  like  nothing  human  that  I  know. 

She,  vbose   faint  question   snch   shnll   response 

Stood  stopefied,  stunned,  sick. 


Just  then  there  broke 
Down  the  dim  street  (and  any  sound  just  tlien, 
Shaped  from  the  natural  utterance  of  men. 
To  9tiQ  that  echoed  howl,  had  brought  relief 
To  her  sick  senses)  a  loud  shout  .  .  .  .  "  Slop 

thief! 
Stop  tiief  I " 

A  man  rushed  by  those  women,  —  rushed 
So  vehemently  by  them,  that  he  brushed 
Their  r^gedness  together,  —  as  ho  passed. 
Dropped  something  on  the  pavement,  —  and  was 

Wrapped  in  the  rainy  vapors  of  the  night. 
That,  in  a  moment,  smeared  him  out  of  sight. 
And,  in  a  moment  after,  let  emerge 
The  trampling  crowd ;  which,  all  in  haste  to  urge 
Its  honest  chase,  swept  o'er  those  women  twain, 
Begardless,  and  roshed  on  into  the  rain, 
Leaving  them  both,  upon  the  slippery  flags. 
Bruised,  trampled,  —  rags  in  colloquy  with  rags. 
And  so,  —  alone. 
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Was  staring  aa  before,  into  the  sky, 
Stolid.     The  other  woman  heavily 
Gathered  herself  together,  brnised,  in  pain, 
Half  rose  up,  slipped  on  something,  and  again 
Sank  feebly  back  upon  her  hand. 

But  now 
WhuC  new  emotion  shakes  her  ?     Doth  she  know 
What  tbiij  is,  that  her  fiugers  on  Che  stone 
Eave  felt,  and,  feeling,  close  so  fiercely  on  t 
This  pocke^hook?  with  gold  enough  within 
To  feed  ...  .  Alas  I  and  must  it  be  a  sin 
To  keep  it?     Were  it  possible  (o  pay 
With  what  its  very  robber  flings  away 
For  bread  ....  bread  1  ■  .  . .  bread  !  .  .  .  ■  and  sliU 
not  starve,  yet  s^ll 


If ,  .  .  .  One  should,  pray  ....  if  one  coald  pray, 

The  strength  would  come  at  last.     Wo  are   so 

So  pooc  ....  't  is  terrible  \     To  Hndcrstand 
Snoh  tJiings,  one  sboald  be  learned,  and  have  at 

Ever  so  many  good  religious  books. 

And  texts,  and  tilings.     And  then  one  scarves. 

It  looks 
So  like  a  godsend.     WliaC  does  the  Book  s.ay 
About '  the  liona,  roaring,  seek  their  prey ' ! 
And  the  yonng  ravens?    'Ye  are  more  than  these,' 
Ah,  bucoue  starves,  though !" 

Crouched  upon  her  knees, 
She  dragged  herself  up  close  against  the  wall, 
And  counted  the  gold  pieces. 
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"Food  for  ain 
TTs  fonr !     And  iliai  makes  five.     The  rent  to  pay 
To-morrow  '<     Fattier,  give  me  strength,  to  pray 
Thy  will  he  done  '.....  What,  if  it  v>ere  his  will 
That  one  should  keep  it since  one  finds  it  1 

Still 
Have  bread  to  eat?  ....  till  one  can  work,  of 

coarse. 
Why  else  shonld  God  have  sent  it^     Which  is 

To  starve,  or  ....  'T  is  as  long  as  it  is  broad. 
And  then,  consider  this,  I  pray,  dear  God  I 
Two  little  moutlis  already,  and  no  bread. 
And  my  poor  man  this  three  days  sick  in  bed. 
And  no  more  needle-work,  it  seems,  for  me 
Till  times  turn  round.  Who  knows  when  that  will 

be? 
Ah,  ....  and  consider  yet  again.     That 's  four 
To  feed  already.     Then  s-fiJlU     One  more! 
However  can  wo  eke  it  out  ?     Ah  rae, 
God's  creatures  v>  be  left  like  this !     Just  see 
How  thin  she  is  1 " 

Her  hands  abont  the  thing 
They  clutched  began  to  twitch.     Still  fingering 
The  gold  convolsively,  again  she  thought. 
Or  tried  to  think,  of  lessons  early  taught, 
Easy  to  learn  once,  in  the  village  school. 
When  to  be  honest  seemed  the  simple  rule 
For  being  happy ;  and  of  many  a  text 
That  tasked  old  Sundays  ;  growing  more  perplext. 
As,  more  and  more,  her  giddy  memory  made 
Haphazard  catches  at  the  words. 

"  Who  said, 
'  Therefore  1  say  unto  you  '  (ah  !  't  wcru  sweet) 


.,,  Google 


54      CBROmCLEB  AND   CHARACTERS. 
'Have  no  thonght  for  your  lives,  what  ye  shall 


"  And  yet 
One  starves,  I  say. 

"  Ayl  They  tliat  have  eliall  got. 
That 's  somewhere,  too,  end  nearer  fact,  no  doubC 
If  the  rich  knew  what  the  poor  go  without 
Sometimes !  They  do  their  boat  for  us,  that 's  sure. 
But  still,  the  poor  ....  they  are  so  very  poorl 
'  Whoever  giveth  to  the  least  of  these 


Whai 

I  is  one's  own  , 

.  .  .  ,  when  anything  's  one's 

Ha! 

whose  is  this? 

There  is  no  owner  known. 

God. 

sent  it  here.     Whose  is  It  now  ?  " 

She  stopped. 

And 

trembled.  And  the  tempting  treasure  dropped 

I'roro 

I  her  faint  hand. 

She  snatched  it  up  again. 

And 

cried,  "  Mine  !  i 

nine  !  be  it  the  Devil's  gain 

Or  God's  good  gift! 

Sure,  what  folks  mnat,  folks 
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She  gazed  out  every  way 
y  street.     In  desert  laod 
ts  mankind  was  more  at  hand 
Tied  to  this  poor  spirit  pent 


Hurriedly,  she  bent 
Abore  her  grim  companion,  in  whose  ear 
She  mntlcred,  hoarso  and  quick  ....  "Make 

There  's  bread  enough  for  all  of  ub.     Get  up  1 
Quick  !  quick  1  and  come  away.  To-night  we  'II  sup, 
To-morrow  we  'II  not  starve  ....  another  day, 
Another  .  .  i  .  and  then,  let  come  what  come  may  1 
Off! off!" 

No  answer. 

To  the  stolid  sky 
The  BtoMd  face  was  turned  immovably. 
The  sky  was  dark :  the  face  was  dark.     The  fece 
And  sky  wore  silent  both  ;  you  could  not  trace 
The  faintest  gleam  of  light  in  the  dark  look 
Of  either. 

Vehemently  the  woman  shook 
That  miserable  mass  of  rags.     It  let 
Itself  be  shaken  :  did  not  strive  to  get 
Up,  or  away ;  smJ  naught,     A  worried  rat 
So  lets  itself  be  shaken  by  a  cat 
Or  mastiff,  when  the  vermin's  hack,  't  is  dear, 
Is  snapped,  and  them's  no  more  to  feel,  or  fear. 
"  0  haste  !  " 

No  answer. 

"  It  ia  late  ....  late '.  come ! " 
No  answer. 

Those  lean  jaws  were  locked  and  dumb. 
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Then  o'er  the  living  woman's  face  there  spread 
Death's  hue  reflected. 

"  Lute  1  .  .  .  .  too  ]ate  \ "  she  said. 
"  0  Hoftven,  to  die  (Aim/  " 

With  a  broken  wail 


Pale 
Through  the  thick  vagueness  of  the  vaporous  niglil, 
From  the  dark  alley,  with  a  clouded  light 
Two  rheumy,  melancholy  lampions  flare. 
They  are  ihe  eyes  of  the  Police. 

In  there, 
Down  the  dark  archway,  through  the  greasy  door. 
Passionately  pushing  past  the  three  or  four 
Complacent  constables  that  clustered  round 
A  costermoi^r,  in  the  gutter  (bund 
locapahly,  but  combalively,  drunk, 
The  wonnan  hurried.    Through  the  doorway  slunk 
A  peaky  pinehed-up  child  with  fKghtened  face, 
Important  witness  in  some  murder  case 
Ahoot  to  come  before  the  magistrate 
To-morrow.     At  a  dingy  table  sat 
The  slim  Inspector,  spectacled,  severe, 
Bapidly  writing. 

In  a  sort  of  fear 
Of  seeing  it  again,  she  shut  her  eyes 
And  flung  it  down  there.     With  sedate  surprise 
The  man  Looked  up. 

"  Because  I  do  not  know 
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I  found  it.     And  there  'a  money  in  it ...  .  much, 
0,  so  much  money,  sir !  " 

A  hiingfy  touch 
Of  the  defeated  Tempter  made  lier  wince 
To  see  him  count  it.     Sueh  a  short  while  since 
She,  too,  had  done  the  same. 

"Your  name  ^  address?" 
She  gave  them.     Easy,  from  the  !ast  to  guesa 
Their  wretchedness  who  dwelt  in  such  a  place  t 
The  shrewd  ftncl  practised  eye  perused  her  lace 
Conienled,  not  surprised  ;  for  they  that  see 
Crime  oflenest,  oitenest,  too,  see  honesty 
Where  most  of  us  would  seldom  look  for  it, 
Or  find  it  with  surprise  ....  in  rags,  to  wit 


"  Ah,  the  liraes  iire  hard, 
0  hard,  God  help  us  all !  and,  sir,  indeed 
Je  are  so  poor.     Two  little  mouths  to  feed. 
'  one  could  only  get  some  work  to  do !  " 

Ah  ...  .  married  ?  out  of  work  ?  and  children  1 

[em.     Let   the  owner   know,   if  found.     Good 


But  still  she  stood  there.    He  had  iLirned  to  wi 
She  stood,  and  eyed  him  with  a  dreary  eye. 
And  did  not  more.     He  looked  up  presently. 
" Not  gone,  yet ?  eht  what  more  1  " 
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"And,  sir"  ....  Khe  said, 
"  There  'a  by  the  Workhouse  wall  a  woman  .... 

There  was  no  room  within,  sir,  I  suppose. 
There  are  so  many  of  them.     Heaven  knows 
'T  is  hard  for  snch  as  we  to  understand 
How  siieh  things  happen  in  a  Christian  land." 
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MELANCHOLIA. 


IS  shores  whoro  wealthy  ci 

The  deep-eyed  Melancholy  dwells  alone  ; 
Her  elbow  large  is  based  on  her  broad  knee  ; 
An  iroa-clasp^d  volnmc  hath  she  thrown 
Athwart  her  hollow  ample  lap  ;  but  she 
Doth  neither  read,  nor  even  look,  therein  ; 
Whose  ejea  with  innermoat  intensity 
Bum  outward  ]  her  shut  hand  props  her 


Her  vesture  rast,  of  watchet  hue,  the  mould 
Of  her  strong  limbs  ftoni  lap  to  foot  doth  he^ 
In  many  a  massive  fell,  and  rigid  fold ; 
And  all  unmoved  the  mighty  ticm  doth  sleep 
Flat  on  the  chilly  floor.     Her  hiur  down  rolled. 
With  unregarded  curl,  doth  thinly  creep 
O'er  her  stooped  shoulder.     Heavy  from.  Ihe  hold 
Of  her  firm  girdle  hang  full  many  keys  : 
For  she  to  Power  is  porleress,  and  doth  keep 
The  locked  and  guarded  gates  of  mightiest  mijn- 
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CrownM  she  is  with  the  first-budded  leaves 
Of  Spriog,  that  putteth  (brth  delightfnl  things  ; 
But  her  knit  brow  tieneath  her  garland  grieves : 
Folded  about  her  back  wllh  esgle  wings 
Half  spread  for  flight ;  but  her  strong  body  cleat 
Unto  Ihe  toilful  earth.     The  wealth  of  kings 
Is  at  hor  feet,  but  of  her  eye  receives 
No  notice :  it  is  hers :  she  heeds  it  not. 
Her  labor  lieth  around  her  ;  measurings. 
Plans,  shapes,  globe,  solid,  plank,  adze,  plane,  ai 
melting-pot. 


Her  foot  is  on  the  hammer  and  the  eaw  ; 
Her  hand  is  oa  the  compass  ;  and  she  waits. 
"Who  knoweth  what  niighij  circle  she  will  di'av 
'VThat  calculation  vast  she  meditates  t 
A  lean  wolf-honod,  hard-by,  with  doubled  paw, 
Snores  on  the  flint ;  her  creature  tired,  that  sal 
(Stretching  at  her  firm  foot  his  shaggy  jaw), 
In  Hlutnber  deep,  deep  animal  weariness. 
But  never  his  great  Spirit-Qtieen  abates 
Her  intellectual  watch,  and  sti-enuous  sleeplessn 


Because  this  Melancholy  is,  indeed. 

The  mightiest  maker  underneath  the  sua, 

Tet  never  Bball  be  satisfied  the  nei^ 

Of  her  deep  heart,  nor  her  long  tasks  be  dona. 

Sorrow  and  strength  are  hers  :  and  she  doth  feed 

With  infinite  labor  infinite  longing.     None 
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That  know  her  ever  shall  from  toil  b«  fr( 
Best  is  not  here  to  give;  but  in  her  hand 
Dominion  hangs,  and  sorrows,  that  have 
Great  battles,  harnessed  wait  upon  her  si 


And  some,  beholding  her  with  woful  eyes, 
Ha.vc  said,  "  This  is  Our  Ladj  of  Desire 
That,  feeding  earth,  doth  hunger  for  the  skies, 
Full-fittikl  is  her  kiss,  and  fraught  with  fire. 
Know  her  not."     Others,  "  Nay,  but  she  is  wist 
Strong,  patient,  and  of  Mil  doth  never  tire. 
Sad  is  she,  certes ;  but  her  inmost  sighs 
Are  the  strong  souls  of  deeds.     She  is  her  own 
Employer,  and  doth  nothing  serve  for  hire. 
Therefore  this  Melancholy  is  most  worthy  to 
known." 


Above,  a  hollow  bell  doth  hang  i'  the  beam ; 
Tljerefrom  a  rope.     O'er  one  of  her  large  wings 
Upon  the  shltdowj'  wall  a  sullen  scheme 
Is  faintly  traced  of  cSireful  nuiaberings. 
Near  which,  above  the  otJier  wing,  doth  gleam 
A  livid  houT^iass  that,  onniarked,  down  flings 
His  measured  sands  in  small  monotonous  scream. 
Death  creeps,  and  peeps  into  her  deep  Endeavor ; 
Time,  mocking,  saith,   "  Thou   makeat   glorious 


For  my  unmaking."     She,  i 
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And  on  an  old  millstone  thut  l«iinB  hard  by 

The  head  of  the  unmindful  Melanoholj, 

With  little  wings,  the  Cherub  Infancy 

Sits  cooniiig  her  groat  Jesson,  meek  and  lowly ; 

Across  whose  small  upgathered  knees  doth  lie 

An  open  tublet  that  is  covered  wholly 

With  his  first  lore.     There  hangeth  from  on  high 

A  braien  balance.     Slowly  stealeth  down 

The  night  wherein  can  no  man  work,  and  slowly 

The  seas  and  ekies  grow  dark  aboat  the  dialant 


There,  heavily,  across  the  troubled  night 

A  warning  comet  trails  her  hideous  hair, 

And  underneath,  the  wroth  sea-waves  are  white. 

The  city  sonndeth,  girt  with  dreadful  glare. 

The  cataract  cload  spouts  storm.     With  faintest 

light, 
Athwart  the  seething  durk  suspended  ftir, 
A  wan  raoou-rainbow  wavers  on  the  height. 
A  thing  of  darkness  and  of  shapelessness, 
Half-bat,  half-serpent,  flitieth  outward,  there; 
Much  like  the  sadness  stru^ling  under  stress 
Of  a  strong  purpose  vexed,  not  bafQed,  by  despair. 


This  is  a  mystery.     And  methinks  't  were  worth 
Mnch  thought  to  know  what  things  it  would  ex- 

Durer,  the  drawer  of  dread  things,  drew  forth 
The  image  of  it,  and  the  marvellouscess, 
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Out  of  die  angry  Jabor  of  the  North, 

Whoso  child  he  was  :  to  be  (if  I  can  guesa 

Aright)  man's  protest  against  death,  anil  dust, 

Sad  time,  sick  sloth,  iinil  wretched-heartodnosa, 

And  shame,  and  miserable  self-mistrust. 

And  wicked  fears  that  do  full  oft  men's  souls  dia- 
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SjILL,  are  you  sitting  and  walcliing  there 
J         yet'  And  I  know,  bj  a  cerlain  skill 
J  That  grows  out  of  utter  wakefulness,  the 
i         night  must  be  far  apent.  Will : 
For,  lyiDg  awake  so  maay  a  ai^ht,  I  Iiave  learned 

at  laiC  to  r  atch 
From  the  crowing  cock,  and  the  clanging  clock, 

and  the  sound  of  the  beating  watch, 
A  misty  sense  of  the  measureless  inarch  of  Time, 

as  he  passes  here. 
Leaving  my  life  behind  him  ;  and  I  know  that  the 

But  you  hare  been  wat^^hing  three  nights.  Will, 
and  you  looked  go  wan  to-night, 

I  thought,  as  I  saw  you  Bitting  there,  in  the  sad 
monotonous  light 

Of  the  moody  night-lamp  near  you,  that  I  could 
not  cliooso  hut  close 

My  lids  as  fast,  and  lie  as  still,  es  though  I  lay  in 

For,  I  thouphl,  "  He  will  deem  I  am  dreaming, 

and  then  he  may  steal  away. 
And  sleep  a  little :  and  this  will  be  well."     And 

truly,  I  dreamed,  as  I  lay 
Wide  awake,  but  all  as  quiet,  as  though,  the  last 

office  done. 
They  had  streaked  me  out  tor  the  grave.  Will,  to 

which  they  will  bear  mo  anou. 


.,,  Google 


LAST    tt'OEBS.  65 

Dreamed ;  for  old  things  and  places  came  dancing 

about  my  brain, 
Like  ghosts  that  dance  in  on  emptj  house :  and 

ray  fhouglits  went  slipping  again 
By  green  bmJt-waya  forgotten  to  a  stiller  circle  of 

Where  yiolols,  feded  forever,  seemed  blowing  as 

And  I  fended  that  you  and  I,  Will,  were  boys 

ngain  as  of  old. 
At  dawn  on  the  hill-lop  t'other,  at  eve  in  the 

field  by  the  fold  ; 
Till  the  thought  of  this  was  growing  too  wildly 

sweet  to  bo  borne. 
And  I  oped  tnine  eyes,  and  turned  me  round,  and 

there,  in  the  light  forlorn, 
I  find  jou  sitting  beside  me.     But  the  dawn  is  at 
hand,  I  know. 

little.     I  shall  not  die  to-night.    You  may 


Eh! 


Go. 
s  for  the  drink  1  must  you  m 


But  thanks,  old  friend,  true  friend  I  I  would  live 

for  your  sake,  if  I  could. 
Ay,  there  arc  some  good  things  in  life,  that  fall 

not  away  with  the  rest. 
And,  of  all  best  things  upon  earth,  I  hold  that  a 

faithful  friend  is  the  best. 
For  woman,  Will,  is  a  thorny  flower  :  it  brealis, 

and  we  bleed  and  smart : 
The  blossom  fella  at  the  fairest,  and  the  thorn  runs 

into  the  heart. 
And  woman's  love  is  a  bitter  froit ;  and,  however 

he  bile  it,  or  sip, 
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There's  manj  a  man  has  lived  W  cnrse  the  taste 

of  that  fruit  oo  his  lip. 
But  never  was  any  man  jet,  as  I  ween,  be  he  who- 
soever he  may. 
That  has  known  what  a  true  friecd  is,  Will,  acd 

wished  that  knowledge  away. 
You  were  proud  of  my  promise,  faithful  despite 

of  my  fall, 
Sad   when   the   world   seemed  over-sweet,  sweet 

when  the  world  turned  gall ; 
When  I  cloaked  myself  in  the  pride  of  praise  from 

what  God  grieved  to  see, 
Yon  saw  through  the  glittering  lie  of  it  all,  and 

silently  mourned  for  me  : 
When  the  world  took  bacii  what  the  world  had 

given,  and  scorn  with  praise  changed  place, 
I,  from  my  sackcloth  and  ashes,  looked  up,  and 

saw  hope  glow  on  your  face : 
Therefore,  fair  wealJier  bo  yours,  Will,  whether  it 

shines  or  pours. 
And,  if  I  can  slip  Jrom  oat  of  my  grave,  my  spirit 

will  visit  yonra. 

O  woman-eyes  that  have  smiled  and  smiled,  O 

woman-lips  that  have  kist 
The  life-blood  out  of  my  heart,  why  thus  forever 

do  yon  persist. 
Pressing  out  of  the  dark  all  round,  to  bewilder 

my  dying  hours 
With   your  ghostly   sorceries   brewed   from   the 

breath  of  your  poiBon-flowers  t 
Still,  though  the  idol  be  broken,  I  see  at  their  an- 

Thori 
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Zeite  currite,  letile  cmrite,  itodis  equi  ! 

Linger  a  little,  0  Time,  and  let  me  be  saved  ere  I 

How   many  a  night  'neath   her  window  have  I 

walked  in.  the  wind  and  rain. 
Only  to  look  at  her  shadow  fleet  over  the  hghled 

pane! 
Alas !  't  was  the  shadow  that  rested,  't  was  herself 

that  Heeled,  you  see. 
And  now  I  am  dying,  I  know  it :  -^  dying,  and 

where  is  she  ? 
Dancing   divinely,  perchance,  or,   over   her   soft 

harp-strings, 
Using  the  past  to  give  pathos  to  the  Uttle  new 

song  that  she  ainga. 
Bitter  ?     I  dare  not  be  bitter  in  the  few  last  hours 

left  to  live. 
Heeding  so  much  forgiveness,  God   grant  ma  at 

least  to  forgive. 
There  can  be  no  space  for  the  ghost  of  her  face 

down  in  the  narrow  room. 
And  the  mole  is  blind,  and  the  worm  is  mute,  and 

there  must  be  rest  in  the  tomb. 
And  just  one  failure  more  or  Ibee  to  a  life  that 

seems  to  be 
(Whilst  I  lie  looking  upon  it,  as  a  bird  on  the 

broken  tree 
She  hovers  about,  ere  making  wing  for  a  land  of 

lovelier  growth. 
Brighter  blossom,  and  purer  air,  somewhere  far 

otFinthe  South) 
Ffulure,  eroivning  failure,  failure  from  end  to  end. 
Just  one  more  or  less,  what  matter,  to  the  manj 

no  grief  can  mend  i 
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Not  to  know  vice  is  virtue,  not  fate,  however  men 

And,  next  to  this  I  hold,  that  man  to  be  but  a 

coward  and  slave 
Who  bears  the  plague-spot  about  Mm,  and,  know- 
ing it,  shrinks  or  fears 
To  brand  it  out,  though  the  burning  knifb  should 

hiss  in  his  heart's  hot  rears. 
But  I  have  caught  the.  contagion  of  a  world  that  I 

never  loved. 
Pleased  myself  with  approval  of  those  that  I  never 

approved. 
Paltered  with  pleasures  that  pleased  not,  and  fame 

where  no  fame  could  be. 
And  how  shall  I  look,  do  jou  [hink,  Will,  when 

the  angels  arc  looking  on  me? 
Yet  oh !  the  confident  spirit  ouce  mine,  to  dare 

and  to  do  I 
Take  the  world  into  my  hand,  and  shape  it,  and 

Gather  all  men  in  my  purpose,  men  in  lleir  dark- 
ness and  dearth. 

Men  in  their  meanness  and  misery,  made  of  the 
dust  of  the  earth. 

Mould  them  aftesh,  and  make  out  of  them  Man, 
with  his  spirit  sublime, 

Man,  the  great  heir  of  Et«riiity,  dragging  the  con- 
quesls  of  Time  I 

Therefore  I  mingled  among  them,  deeming  the 
poet  should  hold 

All  natures  saved  in  his  own,  as  the  world  in  the 
ark  was  of  old; 

All  natures  saved  in  his  own  to  be  types  of  a  nobler 
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When  the  old  world  passeth  away,  and  the  new 

world  taketh  his  place. 
Triple  fool  in  my  folly !  purblind  and  impotent 

Thinking  to  move  the  world,  who  eould  not  my- 
self stand  firm  1 
Cheat  of  a  worn-out  trick,  as  one  that  on  shipboard 

Wherever  the  wind  may  blow,  still  deeming  the 

Blowing  the  frothy  bubble  of  life's  brittle  pnrpose 

Cliild,  ever  chasing  the  morrow,  who  now  cannot 

Still  I  called  Fame  to  lead  onward,  forgetting  she 

follows  behind 
Those  who  know  whither  they  walk  through  the 

praise  or  dispraise  of  mankind. 
Friend,  lay  your  haid  in  mj  own,  and  swear  to 

me,  when  you  have  seem 
My  body  borne  out  from  the  door,  ere  the  grass  on 

my  grave  shall  be  green. 
You  will  bum  every  book  I  have  written.     And 

Each  trace  of  the  struggle  that  tailed  with  the  lite 

that  I  cannot  recall. 
Dust  and  ashes,  earth's  dross,  which  the  mattock 

may  give  to  the  mole  I 
Something  sefuro  of  achievement  survives,  as  I 

trust,  with  the  soul. 

Something  ? . . .  Ay,  something  comes  back  to  me . . . 

Think !  that  I  might  have  been  . . .  what  1 

Almost,  I  fancy  at  times,  what  I  meant  to  have 
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Where  was  the  fault  1    Was  it  strength  fell  short ! 

And  yet  (I  can  speak  of  it  now] 
How  my  spirit  aung,  like  the  resonant  nerro  of  a, 

warrior's  battle  bow 
When  the  shaft  haa  leapt  from  the  string,  what 

time,  her  first  bright  banner  unfurled, 
Soi^  aimed  her  arrowj  purpose  in  me  sharp  at  the 

heart  of  the  world ! 
Wa9  it  the  hand  that  faltered,  unskilled  t  or  was 

it  the  ejB  (hat  dfceired  ? 
However  I  reason  it  out,  there  remains  a  failure 

time  has  not  retrieved. 
I  said  I  would  live  in  all  lives  that  heat,  and  love 

in  all  loi'es  that  be  ; 
I  wonld  crown  me  lord  of  all  passions,  (and  the  pas- 
sions were  lord  of  mo  ! ) 
I  would  compass  every  circle,  I  would  enter  at 

every  door. 
In  the  starry  spiral  of  science,  and  the  labyrinth  of 

Arrogant  error '  whereby  I  starved  like  the  fool  ia 

the  lable  of  old, 
Whom  the  gods  destroyed  by  the  gift  he  craved, 

turning  all  things  to  gold, 
A  litllc  knowlLiigo  will  turn  youth  gray.     And  I 

stood,  chill  in  the  sun, 
Haming  yon  each  of  the  roses ;  bleat  by  the  beauty 

of  none 
My  song  had  an  after-savor  of  the  salt  of  many  tears. 
Or  it  burned  with  a  bitter  foretaste  of  the  end  as  it 

now  appears : 
And  the  world,  that  had  paused  to  listen  awhile, 

becaute  the  first  notes  were  gay, 
Passed  on  its  way  with  a  sneer  in  a  smile;  "Eas 

he  nothing  fresher  to  say  f 
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This  poet's  mind  was  a  weedy  flower  that  praaent- 

1y  comes  to  naught  I" 
For  the  world  was  not  so  sad  bnt  what  my  song 

was  sadder,  it  thought. 
Comfort  me  not.     For  if  aught  be  worse  than  feil- 

Of  a  life's  prime  purpose,  it  is  to  sit  dowa  content 

with  B.  little  success. 
Talk  not  of  genius  buffled.    Genius  is  master  of  man. 
Genius  does  what  it  must,  and  Talent  does  what  it 

Blot  out  my  name,  that  the  spirits  of  Shakespeare 

and  Milton  and  Burns 
Look  not  down  on  the  praises  of  fbola  with  a  pity 

my  soul  yet  spurns. 
And  yet,  had  I  only  the  trick  of  an  aptitude  shrewd 

I  should  have  lived  longer,  I  think,  more  merry  of 

heart  and  of  mind. 
Surely  I  knew  (who  better?)  the  innermost  secret 

of  each 
Bird,  and  beast,  and  flower.     Failed  I  to  give  to 

them  speech  ? 
All  the  pale  spirits  of  storm,  that  sail  down  streams 

of  tbo  wind, 
Through  the  cIotco  thnndec-cload,  with  wild  hiur 

blowing  behind; 
All  the  soft  seraphs  tliat  float  in  the  light  of  the 


When  Hesper  begins  10  glitter,  and  the  hi 

land  to  heave; 
All  the  white  nymphs  of  the  water  that  dwell  'mid 

the  lilies  alone  ; 
And  the  bnstined  maids  for  the  love  of  whom  the 

hoary  oak-trees  groan ; 
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Tbey  came  to  my  call  in  the  forest ;  thej  crept  to 

my  feet  from  the  river ; 
They  softly  looked  out  of  the  sky  when  I  sung,  and 

their  wings  beat  with  breathless  endeavor 
The  bloots   of  the   brotcn   thunder  piling  their 

stormy  lattices. 
Over  the  moaning  mouiitaja  walls,  and  over  tlie 

sobbing  seas. 
So  raanj  more  reproachful  fkccs  around  my  bed  1 
Voieea  moaning  about  me:   "Ahl   couldst  thou 

not  heed  what  we  Eaid !  " 
Peace  to  the  past!  it  skiils  not  now :  these  thoughts 

that  vex  it  in  vain 
Are  but  the  dnst  of  a  broken  purpose  blowing  about 

the  brain 
Whieh  presently  will  be  l«i«iulle5a,  when  the  wao- 


And  the  mole  bnilds  over  my  bones  his  little  win- 

dowless  house. 
It  is  growing  darker  and  stranger,  Will,  and  cold- 
er, —  dark  and  cold. 
Dark  and  told  I     Is  the  lamp  gone  out  1     Give  me 

thy  hand  io  hold. 
Ho :  't  is  life's  brief  candle  burning  down.     Tears  1 

tears,  Will!     ^ly, 
This  which  we  call  dying  is  only  ceasing  to  die. 
The  hard  thing  was  to  live.  Will.     Witli  flowers 

and  rousic,  life. 
Like  a  pagan  sacrifice,  leads  us  along  to  this  dark 

High  Priest  with  the  knife. 
I  hare  been  too  peevish  at  mere  mischance.    Tor 

whether  we  bui]d  it,  friend, 
Of  brick  or  jasper,  life's  lai^  base  dwindles  into 

this  point  at  the  end. 
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A  kind  of  nothing  1     Who  knows  ivhether  't  is  lit- 

Kst  to  weep  or  laugh 
At  those  tliin  curtains  the  spider  spins  o'er  each 

dost;  epitaph? 

Whoiefore,  if  mau  be  immortal  (which  faith  in  the 

days  that  are  done 
I  have  ever  upheld  'neath  Che  weight  of  that  Pres- 
ent, nhiuh  now  is  this  Gone), 
Should  he  fear  lest  his  feeble  unfolding  from  this 

cramp  and  chrysalis  world 
Of  lbre«s  sheathed  in  himself,  by  the  strongest  not 

wholly  unfnrled, 
This  first  of  man's  efforts  at  growth,  howsoever  it 

fail  or  Succeed, 
Be  the  last  of  his  dealings  with  time,  and  the  spirit 

stop  short  wilJi  the  deed  ? 
Do  yon  know,  I  have  often  thought,  Will,  that  we 

feverish  spirits  are,  here 
la  lift,  shot  down,  likewing^  moths  enclosed  in  a 

crystal  sphere. 
Through  whose  thin  glassy  elementwe  can  see  up- 
on all  sides  round 
The  Btarry  spaces,  the   heavens,  the   heights,  the 

depths,  the  immense,  the  profound ; 
Which  seen,  the  soul  no  sooner  soars  to  attain  what 

her  passion  perceives, 
Than  bruised  hy  her  limits,  with  frustrate  wing, 

she  falls  to  Ihe  earth.     Death  cleaves 
With  a  kindly  touch,  as  be  passes  by,  this  globe, 

(his  brittle  thing 
That  clips  us  roaud,  and  at  last  wo  are  free.     But 

ah,  woe,  if  the  wounded  wing 
Of  the  broiten  spirit  can  bear  no  more  the  heating 

heart  above  ! 
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For  me  there  will  soon  be  scope  K>  soar :  but  this 
sorrowful  weight  of  lore 

I  shall  hardl)'  uplift  from  the  earthy  bed.  to  which 
it  is  sinking  me. 

Pray  ibr  my  sonl,  in  her  trial,  at  band,  of  the  won- 
derful world  k>  be  ! 

Pray  tor  my  soal,  that  she  may  find  and  fashioa 
some  fairer  way 

From  tbe  manifoM  modes  of  expression  as  yet  nn- 
'  fonnd,  unattempted,  to  say 

The  word  within,  which  that  handful  of  earth  the 
hard  sexton  will  shovel  anon 

Od  tho  lips  of  a  buried  man  can  surely  not  check, 
when  its  meaning  is  gone 

To  work  on  the  world  that  death  opens.  I  wait. 
There  are  ages  in  store. 

But  the  love  ....  ah,  the  love,  Will !  the  fair  hu- 
man face  that  I  followed  of  yore. 

It  eludes  me  at  last,  and  forever !  forever  I  lose  it ! 
the  most 

I  can  gain  from  tbe  grave  is—  not  this,  but  the 
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A  BEATEN  ARMY. 
1. 


IP  =lnick  onr  lait  Wow,   wc  have 

spent  our  last  shot  now, 

we  pour  here  in  protest  the  last 

drops  of  life. 

3  honest  right  —  we  have  lost,  they 

s  the 


Oars,  the  blood  on  Ihc  baftlon  ;  our  foemaa'a,  tho 
flag  there ; 
His,  the  soil  of  our  birlh ;  ours,  the  graves  he 

And  our  brare  dead  are  dumb  while  their  mar- 
derecB  brag  there 
Of  comes  praised  on  earth  for  successful  resnlta. 


Be  it  so  !  tliough  Right  Trampled  l>e  counted  for 
Wrong, 
And  that  pass  for  Right  which  is  Evi!  Victo- 
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Here,  where  heroes  are  vaaquisht,  where  robbers 
Where  the  Wronger  the  Jndge  is,  —  from  C(e- 


saved  Ihiis  from  man's  obliga- 
laccess,  to  tlie  means  which  de- 


Earth's  Snecess,  at  the  purest,  with  stain  of  the 

Leaves   the   white   worth   of  Truth,   where  it 
touches  it,  less : 
But  what  worth  has  Success  in  the  cause  that's 
unworthy  ? 
We  have  failed  ?    Be  it  so  I     We  are  pure  of 
Suecess. 
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Here  onr  least  gain  begins  where  their  greatest 

Thej  —  the  debtors  lo  Earth  for  what  Heaven 


'e  leave  thee,  unchallenged,  thy  share  in 
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A  POOE  MAN; 


^|s^M]  knew  a  man,  the  world  called  poor 
^S=^^       Because  he  barely  paid  the  price 
i^fflj^*    Of  leave  to  live.     I  passed  his  door, 
^S«°S%|        I  think,  once  daily,  twice  or  thrice. 
A  little  door  in  the  long  street, 

Left  open  to  let  in  the  sun 
Which,  warmly  its  old  friend  to  greet, 

Into  the  liouse  did  laughing  run. 
For  there  was  that  in  this  man's  fece 

Which  made  yon  feel  the  sun  was  bound 
To  come  and  sliine  on  any  place 

Where  soch  a  fare  was  to  be  found. 
He  barely  earned  the  bread  of  life 

By  making  little  wooden  matches : 
He  shaped  them  neatly  with  a  knife 

And  lied  them  up  in  tiny  batches : 
The  labor  of  his  life  was  this. 

Perhaps,  if  I  could  feel  quite  sure 
Mine  were  as  ionocent  as  his, 

I  should  not  mourn  to  be  as  poor. 
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Smiling  at  all  things.     I  suppose 

His  soul  was  in  its  infancy, 
Life'i  smiling-tiiae,  which  most  men  lose 

By  living.     Else,  I  wonder  why 
I  fslt  BO  sure  he  smiled  thus  too, 

When  neither  I,  nor  any  one, 
Was  there  to  see  him.     Think  I  how  few- 
There  are  that  smile  when  quite  alone ! 
And  from  a  cage  upon  the  wall 

A  hiid  sang  to  him  all  day  long, 
So  sweet  and  merry  a  madrigal 

That  all  who,  passing,  heard  that  song 
Felt  younger,  therefore  better;  just 

As  though  the  times  were  back  ^ain. 
Which  man's  growth  bnciea  in  the  dust 

It  dropa  from  its  own  branches,  when 
We  yet  could  hear,  from  the  blue  sky, 

In  accents  clearly  understood. 
Our  Father  saying  to  us,  "  Try, 

My  children,  to  be  glad  and  good." 
So  I  felt :  so  felt  all  that  heard  : 

Till,  pleased,  the  nraghbors  each  began 
To  pray,  "  God  bless  the  staging  bird, 

That  sings  to  bless  the  workingman ! " 
For  in  the  work  of  the  man's  hand. 

As  in  the  song  of  the  bird's  heart. 
There  was,  we  all  could  understand, 

A  unison.     Each  seemed  a  part 
O'  the  other ;  and  still,  both,  as  't  were, 

Of  something  higher,  —  since  both  praised  it. 
The  joy  of  labor,  not  the  care ; 

'■  The  Poetry  of  Life,"  some  phrased  it. 
The  world  (whatever  that  word  means, 

That  means  so  little,  or  so  much. 
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According  os  our  homor  leans} 

Holds  rich,  or  poor,  whom  good  things,  auch 
As  fetch  Che  world's  good  prize,  belong 

Or  lack  to.     What 's  the  vaJoe  whicb 
God  eels  on  Labor  and  on  Song  1 

This  poor  man  had  them.     Was  he  rich? 
The  old  watch-maker  (still  his  shop 

Stands  yonder,  where  the  town  buys  watches) 
Used  d^ly,  passing  here,  to  stop 

And  greet  my  poor  ftiend  of  the  matches. 
And,  day  by  day,  tiiat  rich  man  cjiiercd 

To  buy  this  poor  man's  bird  away. 
Ten  gulden  ....  twelve  .  ,  ,  .  fifteen  ....  he  pi^- 

And  still  the  poor  man  answered,  Nay. 
Ten  gulden  ?  twelve  ?  fifteen  1  a  fbrtane 

Undceamed  of  by  a  man  go  poor ! 
And  still  that  rich  man,  to  importuoe 

This  poor  mau,  daily  seeks  Ma  door : 
And,  day  by  day,  the  silver  pieces 

Before  the  poor  man's  eyes  are  spread  ; 
And,  day  by  day,  the  som  increases. 

And  smi  the  poor  man  shakes  his  head. 
I  watched  this  bargain,  day  by  day. 

We  poets,  in  dark  comers  peeping 
"For  subjects,"  as  you  people  say, 

Have  cat's  eyes,  that,  when  closed,  and  sleep- 
ing. 
As  you  might  think,  are  most  awake, 

1,  with  this  friendly  fellow-croaJure, 
Had  bargains  of  my  own  to  make ; 

My  business  being  with  Human  Nature; 
Whose  ins  and  outs  if  we  would  turn  t^. 
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Anil  I  would  have  yon  people  leam,  too, 

For  what  we  loara  we  pay  the  price. 
All  these  things  happened,  you  may  know, 

In  old  Vienaa,  famed  ('t  is  said  there). 
As  now  it  is,  in  years  ago. 

For  wooden  matcheB  which  are  made  there- 
Next  time  he  came,  the  mechaniciaa 

Here,  in  his  crafty  hand,  did  bring 
(The  wary,  wicked,  old  magician  1 ) 

An  instrument,  a  marvellous  thing  t 
And,  qnoth  the  ii'ealthy  man  of  waiches, 

"  Good  morrow,  friend  1   and,  good  friend,  pray 
How  many  dozen  wooden  matches 

Do  yon  suppose  yoa  make  a  duy  t " 
"  Some  twenty  dozen.     Sometimes  more, 

It  may  be,"     "  Twenty  dozen,  Bay  you  t 
And,  good  fHeud,  for  each  dojen  score 

How  much  may  your  employers  pay  you  1 " 
"For  every  doien  kreutzers  iive." 

"  The  paltry  fellows !     Only  that  1 
A  beggarman,  as  I'm  alive. 

Gets  more  by  holding  out  his  hat." 
Therewith,  triumphant,  up  he  takes 

A  block  of  wood  that  'b  lying  by. 
Sets  to  it  hia  instrument,  and  makes 

Some  twenty  hundred  matches  By 
All  neatly  shaved  across  the  table. 

"  Magic  !  w)iy  here,  in  half  a  second. 
Are  matches  more  than  I  am  able 

To  make  in  twenty  days  well  reckoned," 
The  poor  man  shouts  in  wonderment. 

"  Just  eo,  friend.     Here  your  fortune  see. 
Keep  you  the  canning  instrnmcnt, 

And  give  the  singing  bird  to  me." 
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Amaied,  subdued,  bewildered,  lost, 

The  poor  man  reodercd  up  the  song, 
The  labor,  of  his  life.     Almost 

I  hoped  that  rich  nrnn,  for  the  wrong 
He  AiA  this  poor  man,  might  be  stricken 

In  time  by  some  avenging  twinge ; 
And  something  in  me  seemed  to  sicken. 

As  when  a  sudden  sallow  tinge, 
!For  all  [he  flaring  of  the  sun. 

Shows  the  first  sign  of  sure  decaj 
Id  Summer's  glorious  green  begun. 

For  when  I  heard  my  poor  friend  say, 
"'Tis  magic!  devil-craft!"  I  thought 

He  had  good  cause  Ibr  saying  this. 
And  tbat  (he  Devil  might  have  bonght 

God's  g^ft  away,  —  that  smile  of  his. 
But  DOW  be  flonrisfaed  and  grew  rich. 

Gained  money,  spent  it,  throve  in  trade. 
Retired,  and  lived  at  ease.     All  which 

Was  cause  for  smiling,  —  so  folks  said. 
And  yet  they  say  he  smiled  no  more 

{And  I  believe  the  thing  they  say) 
That  smile  he  used  to  smile  of  yore, 

When  he  was  poor,  and  worked  all  day. 
How  should  he  smile  so  ?  when  the  song. 

The  labor,  of  his  life  were  gone  I 
Said  I,  jnst  now,  that  all  day  long 

He  used  to  smile,  when  quite  atone  1 
Error !     Who  iess  slone  than  he 

With  work  and  song,  then  1     It  was  note 
The  man  was  ipiile  alone,  you  see. 

And  now  he  smiled  no  more,  I  know; 
Because  this  dilftrence  rests  between 

Man's  work — which  Natorc  cheers  meanwhile 
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And  the  mere  work  of  a  machine ;  — 
One  smiles,  the  other  hath  no  smite- 
So,  slill  about  my  mind  will  lurli 

The  question  ....  There's  some  value,  Euro_ 
God's  Will  assigns  to  Song  and  Work  ; 

This  rieU  man  lacked  them.     Was  he  pust  t 
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A   MAH    OF    SCIENCE, 


SteKfc    Of  fuademiea    mscitotes,  colleges,  or- 
rfe^^S^I  der»,  whereof  ho  was  member) 

ffif  IBortoi:  STdfopfrtluB  Cimiifijs  3Bln£rm,  tfjt 

rennlBiteS  totaniat, 
Bfceasclr  (so   his  grateatone  iQstnicts  you)  tiie 
fourtetntf)  Baj  of  BcremhEr, 

En  lifie  ItHt  of  ®ut  %zx\i,  ®nt  EfiDusanB 
Elgtlt  l^unntEll  anD  Sfitg=tton. 
See'  [he  hchena  already  revenging  themselves 
on  their  former  tormentor, 

Spvawl  over  his  new-cut  name,  and  have  hidden  it 
half  ont  of  view. 


Graced  in  his  dust  by  this  epitaph  loan  and  bald 
as  himself, 
Whom  I  fancy  I  still  see  spreading  his  specimens 
dry  in  the  sun 
He  has  taken  his  final  farewell  of,  bequeathing,  Rt 
least,  to  my  shelf 
Full  forty  folios  in  print,  and  a  manuscript  newly 
begun 
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On  Ihe  carbonacGOuB  componnds  found  in  botanical 

Cellnlosa,   glucose,   lignine,    dexlrine,   inuline, 

A  treatise  laboriously  written,  and  rising  reroarit- 

commenced 


Por  the  honor  and  glory  of  Science,  as  well  as  my 
old  friend's  sake, 
I,  that  knew  him,  I  say,  here  relate  you  his  life 
from  beginning  to  end- 
Hark!  how  the  throstle  ia  singing!  and  yonder 
bluebells  in  the  brake, 
How  they  nod  on  the  noontide  sirs  !  .  ,  .  .  Peace 
be  to  the  soul  of  my  friend  I 

Man's  life  dwindles  apace,  while  the  world  grows 

And  Nature,  pleasing  herself,  smiles  heedless  of 
simple  or  sage. 
Be  it  known,  then,  that  Doctor  Theophilns  Timothy 


He,  too,  (who  could  imagine  it?)  under  that  lean 
leathern  hide  of  his 
Once  bore  about  the  high-boating  and  bountiful 
heart  of  a  boy, 
A  heart  full  of  wonder  and  worship!     Was  pas- 
sionate, too,  in  the  pride  of  his 
New-born  belief  in  himself  as  a  being  capacious 
for  joy. 
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Bright  you  may  image  the  eye  of  hini  (long  since 
dull  a9  d  paste  eye), 
Blight  with  a  briiliant  hope  in  a  July  morning 

When  the  boy's  blithe  step  through  the  college 
cloister  bounded  hasty, 
And,  proud,  at  the  door  of  the  Teacher  the  pas- 
sionate boy's  heart  beat. 

"  Speak,  my  Papil  i  "  "  O  Master,  I  bum  with  a 
boundless  impatience  to  know," 
"For  this  must  I  praise  thee,  ray  Pupil.    For 
knowledge  is  joy  to  the  creature 
Createcl  l«  know  the  Creator.   Yet  patience  I  since 
knowledge  is  slow. 
Being  infiniw.    What  wonldst  thou  know  ? "  And 
the  boy,  unabashed,  answered,  "Natnre." 

"  Nature  is  vaster  than  knowledge.   What  wonldst 
thou  know  lyher,  my  son  ?  " 
"Not,  0  Master,  the  act,  which  I  see,  but  the 
thoagM,  which  I  cannot  discern  : 
I  stand  in  the  centre,  gaze  round  me,  see  every- 
where action  alone. 
And  find  nowhere  the  source  of  the  thought 
found  in  action  wherever  I  turn." 

Said  the  Teacher:  "In  order,  my  Piipil,  to  reach 
to  the  source  of  the  thought, 
We  must  follow  the  act  in  succession.     The 
thought  may  be  one,  once  for  aJI, 
All  at  once ;  but  the  action  is  many  and  diverse, 
to  nnity  brought 
In  the  mind  by  slow  aggregates  growing  ahke 
from  the  great  and  the  small. 
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"  There  ia  but  one  vast  nniversal  djnamic,  one 

Variously  operant  ander  the  varioufl  coiiditions 
it  finds : 
And  we  tall  that  by  turns  dectricity,  friction,  ca- 
loric, and  light, 

Which  18  none  of  these  things,  and  yet  all  of 
them.     Ask  of  Che  waves  and  the  winds, 

"  Ask  of  the  stars  of  the  firmamenl;,  ask  of  the  flow, 
ers  of  the  field. 
They  will  answer  yon,  all  of  them,  naming  it 
each  bj  a  different  name. 
For  the  meaning  of  Nature  is  neither  wholly  con- 
cealed nor  revealed, 
But  her  mind  is  seen  to  be  siagte  in  her  acts  thai 
are  nowhere  the  same. 

"Each  of  these  acts  is  a  spy  and  infbrmer  upon 
her ;  and  any 
Of  the  separate  sciences,  following  these,  maybe 
followed  by  man  : 
For  t^e  goal  of  man's  mind  is  one,  but  the  goings 
of  men's  minds  many, 
And  each,  by  his  own  way  going,  must  get  to 
the  goal  as  he  can. 

"  "Sj  the  hundred  ways  that  await  yon  are  waidng 
a  hundred  guides : 
Yet  you  can  but  walk  one  way  at  a  lime,  follow 
one  guide,  use 
One  chart,  in  despite  of  the  ninety-nine  others  each 
comer  decides 
At  the  onlset  to  take  or  renounce,  as  his  choice 
may  predominate.     Choose !" 
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Heavy,  then, 

heanDg  this,  was  the  heart  of  the  stn- 

dem. 

whose  soul 

But  a  moD 

dent  before  on  her  wing  w 

■ss  uphfting 

the  world's  light  load. 

And,  "How 

can  I  choose  me,  0  Master,  the  toad. 

I  see  not  the  goal? 

Or  how  ca 

n  I  choose  me  the  guide, 
taa  the  road  ? " 

since  I  see 

The  Master, 

smilinE;,  answered,  .  .  . 

.  "  Of  the 

works  of  Nstiiro,  those 

Wherein  her  method  of  worlting  is  a 

isiest  Ibund 

of  detection. 

Are  certain  i; 

iving  bodies  whose  life  cfii 

L  but  fceblj 

"  These  bodies  are  vegetal  bodies  :  the  dealing  of 
Science  with  these 
Is  the  least  of  her  difficult  laboi^.     Begin,  then, 
with  Botany  ....  Stay  ! 
Open  the  doot  before  yon,  and  turn  to  the  right,  if 
you  please. 
Yoa  are  in  the  BotaDical  Class,  now.    Stay  here, 
friend.     I  wish  you  good  day." 

So  sitteth  Tbeophilns  perched  on  the  brim  of  the 
beaker  of  knowledge, 
Poor  fly  I  sipping  ....  Nature  ?  no,  Botany, 
—  merely  one  kind  of  ingredient 
Of  the  complex  Elixir  he  thirsts  for :  —  the  blue- 
eyed  hope  of  the  College, 
A  maiden-minded  student,  humble  of  heart  and 
obedient. 


.,,  Google 


A  MA!f  OF  SCIENCE.  89 

But  0,  nhat  a  hopelees  confusion  doth  Order  at 
first  sight  appear  1 
Unwearied  Theophilus,  silting,  and  conning  the 
grammar  of  Nature, 
Through  the  whole   of  the  humming  hot  noon 
with  the  cuckoo's  note  cleaving  it  clear, 
Is  it  knowledge  thou  seekest?     Then  patience, 
and  master,  meanwhile,  nomenclature. 

80,  like  a  drunken  bee,  jon  behold  Mm,  bewil- 
dered, floundering. 
Foot-deep,  faint  in  the  pollen ;  or,  now,  climb- 
ing filaments,  high  on 
The  polypetalons  whorl ;  now,  wandering  raund 
and  around  a  ring 
~  "  "       1,  valvals  .... 


Day  after  day,  and  still  darkness.     At  length  a 
light  breaks  on  the  labor. 
For  Linneeus,  the  Lecturer  lelU  U3,  has  classi- 
fied plants,  single-handed. 
"  ClassiHcation  of  plants  V  .  .  .  .  AIL  hail !  bid 
the  pipe  and  the  labor 
Be  jojful !  the  chaos  grows  cosmic  ;  s.t  length 
on  firm  ground  we  ore  landed ! 

No  1  ...  ■  For  this   classification,   the   teamed 
Professor  continues. 
Is  utterly  wrong ;  since  it  separates  plants  into 
sexes,  like  men  ; 
Whereas  plants  are  not  pli^uod,  like  us  humans, 
in  that  way.     So  brace  up  j-our  sinews. 
Push  on,  and  good  by  to  Linnseus.    The  light 's 
oat.    All  darkness  again. 


.,,  Google 


go       CHRONICLES  AND    CHARACTERS. 

Kot  that,  jnst  ;et,  it  much  matters :  no  caose,  at 
the  least,  for  dejection. 
Here 's  a  new  house,  where  the  first  thing  is 
Bimply  to  slow  away  lumber  ; 
Make  yourself  room  ta  look  round  yon ;  in  time, 
alter  further  reflection. 
Doubtless  jon  '11  hit  on  some  betler  arrange- 
meot ;   and,  once  disencumber 

The  ground  that  you  stand  upon,  presentl}'  things 
will  drop  into  their  places, 
Each  his  appropriate  corner  find  out,  and  most 
fitting  relation  ; 
So,  till  the  Fates  find  a  fitter  one,  let  us,  not  mak- 
ing long  faces, 
But  thankful  enough  to  Linn^us,  put  np  with 
his  classification. 

New  light  anon !     Hope  of  haven  descried  from  a 
different  shore,  now ! 
Where  Sdencc,  in  France,  clearer-eightcd,  es- 
caped from  all  tangle  and  trammel,  eyes 
The  whole  of  the  vegetal  world  in  neat  gronps, 
and  has  fixed  evermore  now 
This  fact,  —  that,  though  plants  have  no  sexes, 
they  nevertheless  may  have  famihes. 

Still,  though,  the  infinite  found  in  the  finite  dis- 
mays our  endeavor. 
To  (he  unknown  perforce  we  abandon  this  vast 
slarry  sphere  (sad  confession  1) 
As  bafBing  oor  bounded  embrace;  bat  it  surely 
is  hard  when  forever 
The  least  grain  of  sand  we  approach,  growing 
reachless,  eludes  onr  possession. 
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"Worlds  beyond  worlds  without  end,  we  may  make 
Dp  our  minds  to  relinquish  ; 
Bat  worlds  witliio  worlds  without  end  make  the 
heart  of  a  miin  faint  within  htm  ; 
To  be  mocked  by  a  mite !   and  to  feel  that  the 
iamp  of  our  life  mast  extiuguish 
Its  light,  ere,  exploring,  we  measure  immensity 
packed  in  a  minim  1 

To  be  crusht  by  a  crystal  of  salt !  to  be  foiled  by 
afilm,  oraffinderi 
To  be  stopped  like  the  merest,  minutest  of  eni- 
mets,  whose  poor  little  po^reas 
To  the  goal,  where  she  drops  underground,  the 
least  hump  of  a  molehill  may  hinder ! 
A  fortress  to  Hnd  in  each  fnngus  I  in  each  lady 
Fly-trap  an  ogresa  1 

"  One  group,  hut  one,  from  the  million  learn  first 
to  know  something  about,  now," 
Says  the  Lecturer,  leaving  the  pulpit,  hia  hr^n 
for  a  while  pumped  powerless, 
"  I  propose  to  begin  with  the  moat  elementary 
class,  and  give  out  now 
As  the  iheme  of  oar  next  day's  discourse,  the 
class  called  Cryptc^amic,  or  Flowerless." 

Deep,  then,  we  plunge  into  Acrogens,  ^iheogams, 
Amphigama,  Etill : 
Hope  to  get  on  by  degrees  into  Exogens,  En- 
dogens :  meantime 
Moona  ivax  and  wane ;  aummers  fleet;  from  the 
Student,  as  patient  he  crHina  stili 
Dry  leaves  under  tin  lids,  steals  sighing  the  glad 
and  the  greeii  time. 
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Sad!   For  I  fancy.  .  .  .  at  limes,  asihemoiateye 
■wanes  ever  meeker, 
And  ihe  lank  yellow  locks  by  degrees  fall  scant 
from  the  pure  bald  brow, 
Modi-tried  Theophilus  (still  a  gad-choagliced  unsat- 
isfled  Eceker) 
Startled,  perchance,  by  the  cuckoo,  or  vext  by 
green  bods  on  the  bough. 

Lifting  those  nide  wan  loots,  with  an  unslaked 
grief  in  the  gaie  of  them, 
Into  the  high  blue  stillness  of  heaven,  so  still, 
and  60  high ! 
Watching  the  white  clouds  rolled  on  the  unretum- 
ing  ways  of  them. 
Murmuring  among  his  books,  with  a  deep  de- 
jected sigh, 

"  Ah,  but  all  this,  after  all,  is  not  what  I  pined  for  I 
Up  there 
The  veiled  Mystery  sits  on  the  solemn  mountain 

The  vast  clouds  form  and  change  at  her  feet ;  and 
ray  heart's  despair 
Cries  aloud  where  no  answer  is  heard  ;  for  this 
Silence  never  will  speak. 

"Yonder,  ap  there,  as  of  old,  when  he  plcjed  on 
my  heart's  harp-stritjgs, 
The  wind,  with  a  surly  music,  is  moaning  aloof 
in  the  tree  : 
Yonder,  ap  there,  io  the  blue  and  the  breezy  mid- 
sky  swings 
The  lanneret  hawk,  as  of  old,  when  my  heart 
went  higher  than  be. 
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"Could  one  leap  all  at  oree  to  the  endl 
doomed,  like  a  grub,  to  grope 
About  in  the  blinding  earth,  looking  up  ni 
more  from  one's  load  ! 
Well,  never  mind  !     One  is  laj'ing  op  k 
at  least,  one  must  hope ; 
And  one  cannot  afford  to  leap  over  the  knowl- 
edge  that  lies  in  one's  road." 

Intermediate  mettiods  I  importance  of  every  detail ! 
Say  we,  consoling  onreelves  ;  and  again  pick  up 
beitrt  to  persist. 
Ha,  but  cryptogams  grow  by  tbc   hundred,  and 
books  by  the  bushel,  —  men  fail ! 
Here  the  door  opens.     In  steps  ibe  Botanical 
Archivist, 

Asking  ....  whom  else  bnt  Theophilne  ?  what 
better  man  could  you  wish  ? 
To  catalogue  all  the  collection  of  dried  plants 
recently  sent 
Prom  the  Himalayan  range  by  Commander  Cor- 
nelius Fish  ; 
And  Theophilus  cannot  decline  an  appeal  where 

Friend  !  wlicn  a  man  lo  one  purpose  the  whole  of 
his  will  hath  awarded, 
He  will  justly  be  jealous  of  all  otlier  claims  on 
the  time  giien  to  it : 
He  will  lock  up  his  lifc  iu  a  turret  of  tall  triple 
brass,  dragon-guarded. 
Hide  himself  close  in  a  strong  central  thought, 
and  iet  uothing  break  through  it ; 
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BeanI;  peeps  in  at  the  casement,  he  savagely  fiast- 
ens  the  shutter : 
Pleasure  trips  light  at  the  chreuhoM,  he  pnehes 
the  bolt  in  the  door: 
Fortune,  red  gold  in  her  right  hand,  comes  (earless 
with  good  news  to  utier, 
Ha  seals  up  his  ears  like  Ulysses,  and  laughs  at 
her,  proud  to  he  poor  : 

But  one  foe,  the  most  unforeseen,  the  most  dan- 
gerous, deadliest  of  all, 
Sure,  if  it  finds,  lo  o'erthrow  him,  —  the  thild  of 
a  word  or  a  glance, 
The  tenant  of  emptiest  nothmg,  —  ho  cannot  ex- 
clude, nor  forestall, 
Nor  contend  with,  how  warj  ooeitr,  and  that 
foe  is  Innocent  Chanct 

TheophilQS,  most  conscientious,  most  scrnpnlous 
scraper  together 
Of  crumbs  dropt  from  other  men's  trenchers, 
laboriously  much  annotating 
Soring,  reviewing,  arranging,  —  a'-aigumg  its  true 
whence  and  whiiher 
To  this  plant,  and  that  plant,  of  each  plant  the 
family  history  stating. 

In  the  haphazard,  higgledy  pi^ledj   ship-load  of 
riches  from  Nature 
Bobbed   by   Commander   Cornelius   Ksh,   the 
illustrious  sailor, 
I<iglit8,  by  ill  luck,  on  a  milk  white  gnaphalium, 
foreign  in  feature,  — 
FeCals  more  pointed  atid  dehnite,  sepals  profuser 
and  paler 
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Than  those  of  iM  kindred  in  Europe,  —  in  short, 
a  new  epecimen,  clearly 
DiBtingnisheJ,     Whereat,  as  in  conscieace  com- 
pelled, for  mankind's  information 
The  Doctor  (alas  1  now  no  longer  mere  student, 
but  Blraightened  severely 
Into  sedate  middle  age)  tiion  and   there,  after 
due  consultation 

Of  all  that  botanical  nnlcr^  fiaic  said  on  gnapha- 

lia  in  general, 
Sils  down,  and  indites  a  small   treatise,   this 

specimen  specially  treating  ;  — 
Its  Btracture,  morpholog),  system,  and  elements, 


Wiiu-h  done  now  no  soontr  the  D)  tor 

small  treat  e  dciting  se  iMt  en 
Is  read  by  the  learned  than    traglitna)  tire 
scanializpd  TOutmfs  d  ssentin;. 

In  toto    determined  to  deal  with  what  calls  to 


Suggesting   appealing   opposmg    inve  ghing    re 
proachmg   regretting 
Whereunto    nothing  daunted    he  feels  himself 
bound  to  make  answer  minutely 
Disclosing  e-^ponnding  dispntmf,  affirm  ng   lenv 
ing,  ipsett  ng. 
Proving  himself  no  mere  tyro,  attacking  the 
main  points  acutely. 
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Back  to  the  charge,  each  o 

turning,  with  rage  hacks 
Hard  at  the  Doctor,  and  fights  eveiy  inch  with 
the  heart  of  a  Boman  ; 
t^ot  to  be  Tanguished  by  numbers,  the  Doctor,  aa 
valiant  as  Ajat, 
Buckles  the  tighter  his  brtaatplate,  and  rushes 
in  wrath  on  the  foemaii 

Eeligion,   meanwhile,   and   Theologj   fly  to   the 
rescue  of  something. 
No  man  precisely  knows  what,  with  emphatieal 
protest  on  all  things. 
O  what  a  strepitant  contest,  to  make  a  man  envy 
the  dumb  thing 
Gifted  hj  God  with  the  grace  to  be  silent,  what- 
ever men  call  things  I 

OsBna  of  argument  piled  upon  Pelions  of  perfect 

Otium  rogal  ....  no  help  tor  it !     Caught  now, 
mid-seas,  ia  jEgeo, 
On  we  drive,  hurled  by  Euroeljdon  ....  Heaven 
send  us  help  in  affliction. 
And  save  as  from  heretic  knaves,  qui  noa  recte 
loquuHtur  lie  Deo  ! 

through 

Carst   be  the  hand  of  Commander  ComeUua 

^sh)  that  did  gather 
That  mischievous  milk-white  mountain  weed,  better 

left  on  its  layer 
Of  snow,  near  the  sunrise,  safe  hid  in  tlie  high 

Himalayan  weather. 
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Wretchedest  weed  in  creation  !  sly  hypocrite  faab- 
ioaed  by  Fate, 
To  bring  the  gray  hairs  of  my  friend  full  of 

Who  could  surmise  in  thy  face  of  white  innocetice 
heartfuls  of  hate 
And  contcnlion?     No  more  upon  thee  w  eked 
weed,  will  I  ever  set  eyes  now 

For  the  learned  defanct  we  lament  here  it  la  t 
grew  (aad  all  for  thj  gal^e  too  { 
Nothing   more   than,   himself   a  mere   himan 
gnaphalium,  sapless  and  nithen^d 
Till  Death,  for  his  own  choice  collection  of  dned 
things,  waa  minded  to  take  to 
Himself  such  a  notable 'pecinien      Boom   wi  h 
the  bloom  off  him,  gathered 

By  Dis,  gloomy  gatherer!  catalogue  1   pa  k.-d  up 
disposed  of  forever 
Lies  (here  you  have  him  )   named   dated  and 
done  with.     Meanwhile  the  ^reit  question 
He  started,  surviving  the  Do  tor    vho  died  of  his 
lalMt  endeavor. 
Continues  to  puzile  our  Pundits  with  cart-loads 
of  precious  suggestion. 

Sapposo,  now,  some  man  with  one  object  in  life,  — 
to  constmct  a  slsam-engine  ;  — 
First,  say  yon,  study  dynamics ;  llion  metals ; 
learn  smelting  and  founding  ; 
Off  with  you,  next,  to  the  cog-wheel  department; 
cog-wheels ;  jon  may  then  join 
The  cylinder-makers ;  ami  so  forth  ;  in  this  way 
the  full  circle  rounding ; 
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Meanwhile  the  man  dies.    Our  friend  here, — what 
now  is  he  doing,  I  wonder? 
Chafing  a  phantom  gnaphaliLim,  worlds  beyond 
worlds  wanlj  straying? 
Or  ^mply,  with  palms  crossed  at  case  on  Mb  cool 
narrow  eouirh,  lying  under 
This  pother,  and  langhiag  alone  in  his  grave- 
Bleeve  at  what  1  am  saying  ? 

Anyhow,  here  Me  the  mortal  remains  (with  a  limit- 
less list  too 
Of  academies,  institntes,  colleges,  orders,  where- 
of he  was  member) 
Of  Doctor  Theopliilns  Ti  mothy  Bloom  tlie  renowned 
botanist,  who 
Died  in  the  year  Sixty-two,  on  the  fourteenth 
day  of  December. 

Well!   sitting  here  on  the  grave   of  my  master, 
while  under  ihe  stone 
The  red  worm  is  picking  his  brains,  there 's  a 
notion  comes  into  my  mind  :  — 
(Was  it  the  throstle  that  sung  it,  up  there  where 
the  blackthorn  is  blown  ? 
Or  here,  in  the  long  grass,  was  it  let  iaSX  by  ihe 
whispering  wind  ? 

What,  if  the  gray  cricket  chirruped  it,  chasing  jon 
seed-ball  enchanted  ? 
What,  if  the  wild  bee  hammed  it,  ruffling  the  rich 
guelder  rose  ?) 
The  world,  perchance,  after   all,  knows   abcady 
enough  :  what  is  wanted 
Is,  not  to  know  more,  but  know  how  to  iiiuiyine 
the  much  that  it  knows. 
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A  GREAT  MAN. 

1. 

EjHAT  man  is  great,  and  he  alone, 

It  greatcesa  not  liia  own, 
For  neither  praise  nor  pelf; 
j  Content  to  know,  and  be  unknown ; 
Whole  in  himself. 


Strong  is  that  man,  he  only  strong. 
To  whose  well-ordered  will  belong. 

For  serTice  and  delight, 
All  powers  that,  in  the  fece  of  Wrong, 
Establish  Bight, 


And  free  he  is,  and  only  he. 
Who,  from  his  tyrant  passion 

By  Fortune  undismayed, 

Hath  power  upon  himself,  to 

By  himself  obeyed. 


If  such  a  man  there  be,  where'er 
Beneath  the  sun  and  tnooD  he  ^ 

Great  Nature  hath  bim  in  her  ea 
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Who  holds  by  everlasting  law 
Which  neither  chance  nor  cliacg 
Whose  steadfast  course  is  one 
With  whatsoever  forces  draw 


Who  hath  not  bowed  his  honest  head 
To  base  Occasion :  nor,  in  dread 
Of  Duty,  shunned  her  eye  : 


Nor  feared  10  follow,  in  the  offence 
Of  false  opinion,  his  own  sens* 

Of  justice  unsubdued : 
Nor  shrnuk  from  any  consequence 
Of  doing  good. 


He  looks  his  Angel  in  the  face 
Without  a  blush  :  nor  heeds  disgTEice, 

Whom  naught  diaBraeoful  done 
Disgraces.     Who  knovfs  nothing  base 
FearB  nothing  known. 


Not  morselled  out  from  day  to  day 
In  feverish  wishes,  nor  the  prey 

Of  hours  that  have  no  plan. 
His  life  is  whole,  to  give  away 
To  God  and  man. 
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10. 
For  though  he  lire  aloof  from  ken. 
The  world's  unwitnessed  denizen, 

The  love  irichjn  him  stirs 
Abroad,  aud  with  the  bearls  of  man 
His  own  confers  : 


The  judge  upon  the  jus 

The  brown-baeked  beggar  in  the  su 

The  spinner  in  the  sun  ; 
The  reapers  reaping  in  tJie  wheat ; 


12. 

In  cloister  cold ;  the  prisoner  lean 
In  lightless  den ;  the  rob^d  Queen ; 

Eyen  the  youth  who  waits, 

Hiding  the  knife,  la  glide  unseen 

Between  the  gates ;  — 

13. 
He  nothing  human  alien  deems 
Unto  hinisalf,  nor  disesteems 

Man's  meanest  claim  upon  him  : 
And,  where  he  walks,  the  mere  sunbeams 
Drop  blessings  on  him; 

14. 
Because  they  know  him  Nature's  friend. 
On  whom  she  doth  delight  lo  tend 

With  loving-kindness  ever. 
Helping  and  heartening  to  the  end 
His  high  endeavor. 
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15. 

Therefbre,  thongh  mortal  made,  he  can 

Work  miracles.     The  uncommon  man 

Leaves  notiimg  commonplace- 
He  IS  tbe  marvellous.     To  span 
The  abyss  of  space, 

16. 


i,  before  he  dies, 
The  deep  eventual  calm  of  death. 
Life's  latest  pri^e, 

17. 
If  such  a  man  there  be,  where'er 
Beneath  the  san  and  moon  he  fere. 

He  doth  not  fare  alone. 
He  goeth  girt  with  cohorts,  powers. 
The  monarch  of  his  manful  hours, 
Whose  mind's  his  throue. 

IS. 
He  owes  no  hom^e  lo  the  sun ; 
There  'a  nothing  he  need  seek  or  shni 

All  things  are  hia  by  right ; 
He  is  his  own  posterity; 
His  future  in  himself  doth  lie ; 
Hia  soul's  his  light, 

19. 
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Of  lowly  birth  ;  though  poor, 
Ee  lacks  not  wealth;  nor  high  degree 
la  state  obscure. 

SO. 
Tbe  merelj  great  are,  all  in  all. 
No  more  than  what  the  merely  small 

Esteem  them.     Man's  opinion 

Neither  conferred,  nor  can  recall, 

This  maa's  domiuioo. 
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MABEL  MAY. 


■^^ffSl  WAS  weary  all  through  of  Ihe  thousand 

kmJ^^    Wanla,  wishes,  and  wretehcdesl  sorts  of 

Within,  and  withont,  which  some  call  Life, 

Mabel  May, 
When  I  climhed  la  the  cloud  on 


And  lay  oo  the  bare  black  rock,  alone. 
In  the  watchful  twilight  vast  and  gray, 

Mabel  May ; 
And  yearned  for  the  yet  unarisen  light. 
As  a  wrel«h  yearns,  sick  of  a  woful  night;— . 
To  plnnge,  in  a  passionate  gnsh  of  sight. 
And  le^  at  one  bound  of  a  rapture  bright, 
Into  the  burning  heart  of  the  sun. 
And  be  lost,  —  [ike  a  star,  when  the  dark  is  done, 
O'erwhelmed  in  the  fount  of  the  full-poured  day, 

Mabel  May  1 


And  to  yon  1  all  round  idc,  all  o'er  me,  h«  ro^e. 
The  august  godlike  Glory  pure. 
Which  uot  even  the  ei^le's  eyes  endure, 

Mabel  May : 
He  smote,  like  a  trumpet,  the  slumbering  snow° 
To  a  burning  binsh,  from  their  pale  repose 
Wide  awake;  and  .  .  ,  .  How  shall  1  say, 

Mabel  May  • 
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My  very  lieart  ftchod  with  the  interminaM 
Splendor  for  which  it  had  lain  in  wait. 
Was  it  joy,  was  it  pain,  was  it  love,  was  it  hate, 
That  agony  born  of  a  hiiss  too  grtal  ? 
And  I  staggered  blinded  beneath  the  blows 
Of  the  barfrorbed  Beauty,  and  sought  for  who  knows 
What  phantom  hand  to  lead  mo  away, 
Mabel  May ! 


So  it  ever  hath  been,  so  it  ever  shall  be. 
Since  man  was  made  for  the  lot  of  man, 
'T  is  the  curse  of  his  course  since  his  course  be- 
gan, 

Mabel  May. 
Our  soul  to  feel,  and  our  siyht  to  see, 
Are  sSre  and  athirst.     Then  it  conies ;  and  h% 
Are  nkade  sport  for  the  powers  we  brought  into 
play, 

Mabol  May. 
We  desire;  we  are  strong;  we  are  proud  of  the 

pain; 
Scale  the  snmmit ;  and,  breathless,  behold  —  but 

ir  gain, 


That  stands  fast,  and  looks  full  iu  the  face  of  his 
Mabel  May  ? 
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So  I  turned  me  anon  bj  the  downward  track 
To  the  valley  beneath ;  never  lifting  agidn 
My  looks  left  dim  by  the  dazzling  pain, 

Mabel  May ; 
With  above  and  behind  me  the  mountain,  btack 
And  broad,  scitl  holding  the  sun  at  his  back; 
And  dejectedly  fblloweil  my  darkling  war, 

Mabel  May, 
With  no  care  now  what  the  chance  might  be 
Of  the  next  thing  I  should  be  forced  to  see, 
When  the  dante  of  the  colors  that,  daazling  me. 
Danced  on  before,  should  disperse  and  flee, 
Anil  leave  me  asmart  from  the  tortnrons  hack 
Of  the  Sun-god's  triumphing  knife,  alack! 
Like  that  poor  Satyr,  ho  stooped  to  flay, 

Mabel  May. 


But  how  did  it  happen?  For  suddenly  there 
The  vale  was  washed  with  a  warm  sweet  wave 
Of  luminous  verdure,  balmy  and  suave, 

Mabel  May ; 
And  a  million  mild  wild  odors  were 
Adoat  in  the  fresh  moist  morning  air^ 
And  the  bmls  broke  out  in  a  rapturous  lay, 

Mabel  May ; 
While  on  each  grass  blade,  in  a  silver  bell, 
The  bright  dew  trembled  before  it  fell 
To  the  warbling  pure,  in  the  sweetbrier  dell. 
Of  that  delicate  harper,  Ariel; 
And  even  the  roek,  no  longer  bare. 
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And  the  gaunt  thorn-bushes  were  laughing  gay, 
Mabel  May. 

6. 
Foals  fly  in  the  face  of  the  bliss  they  believe 
They  were  born  for.   If  bora  for  it,  why  not  wait 
Can  fate  miss  man,  or  man  miss  fate, 

Mabel  May? 
No  I  we  claim  10  acquire,  uaresiginid  to  rocei™, 
Wliat  chance,  not  choice,  can  alone  achieve : 
And  then,  when  we  fail,  aa  is  fit,  we  say 

(Mahel  May), 
"  Bettor  check  desire  than  clasp  despair ! " 
But  what,  when  we  say  it,  if  unaware 
The  buraiog  Beauty  we  conid  not  bear, 
Taking  pity  on  our  pained  pride,  as  't  were, 
Should  poar  itself  over  our  path,  and  weave 
Ijfe'a  way  with  the  light  we  have  learned  W  leavi 
Warming  our  souls  with  a  reiles  ray, 

Mabel  May^ 


0,  't  la  you  are  the  cause  of  these  thoughts,  I  try 
To  release  in  song,  bat  shall  never  succeed; 
They  lie  too  deep  in  my  soul,  indeed, 

Mabel  May! 
Fot  in  yon  Is  the  light  of  my  life ;  and  I 
And  my  life  are  yours,  Co  be  made  tliereby 
Of  what  color  you  will.     You  are  my  day, 

Mabel  May! 
But  that  light  of  you  iti  this  life  of  mine 
Were  a  depth  of  glory  too  divine 
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For  my  sense  to  bear,  if  it  did  not  shiae 
Softened,  reflected,  —  fased,  in  fine, 
With  the  common  things  of  life,  that  lie 
In  that  light,  transmuted  to  melody, 
Odor,  and  color,  by  its  glad  play, 

Mabel  May. 
My  wife,  my  life,  my  day,  whose  sway 
Makes  ail  things  sweet  with  a  sense  of  sun,  — 
Scent'breatMng  flowers,  aud  birds'  glad  tone  I 
My  one  in  all,  and  my  all  in  one. 
Now  I  hold  you  fast  where  my  footslcps  stray. 
And  find  you  most  when  yoa  seem  away. 
Loving  yoi:  more  than  my  loTe  can  say, 
Mabel  May  ! 
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^gg^yPEED   thee   well,   noble   soul,   gallant 
^^^W     ^ho    unscared    goest    forth  to  the 

SpeeJ  tins  well,  wheresoever  tliou  art, 

la  the  ranks  of  the  arniiea  of  life. 
Who  dost  battle  for  Good  to  lie  death, 

In.  that  battle  which  never  shall  ceaso  ; 
And  whose  troth,  long  as  lalsebooil  hatii  breath, 

Will  not  failay  with  falsehood  for  peaoe  I 
Who  alond,  though  unheard,  eriest  No, 

When  earth's  clamorous  Yes  doth  assent 
To  the  evil  that 's  easy  to  do 

In  a  world  that 's  with  evil  content. 
Yet  restrain  the  exnberant  sense 

Of  the  strength  Ibat  is  theirs  who  are  strong 
In  the  Right ;  which,  however  immense. 

Is  not  yet  more  immense  than  the  Wrong. 
For  the  battle,  0  soldier,  is  not 

To  the  strong,  nor  the  race  to  the  swift. 
For  much  ^ven  though  little  be  got. 

Yet,  0  giver,  be  glad  of  thy  gift. 
Though  it  be  hut  a  weed  or  a  shell. 

That  the  labor  of  ages  hath  given 
Unto  desert  or  ocean,  to  tell 

Of  how  deluge  and  earthquake  have  striven. 
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Nature  doth  not  despoDd  :  aor  do  thou 

iProm  man's  ftverish  effort  hope  more 
Than  the  lahoring  i^s  allow 

Nature's  inHnite  patieuce  tq  sotte. 
Look  behind  tbee,  and  scan  what  is  lost ; 

And  around  thee,  behold  what  doth  rest 
Lo,  how  little  earth  saves  at  the  most 

Of  the  life  of  her  brareet  and  best  1 
Of  what  mightj  endeavors  begun 

What  results  insufficient  remain, 
And  of  how  many  viclories  won 

Half  the  spoils  have  been  (aben  again  I 
For  ia  GcutD  this  hot  passion  of  life, 

Seething  over,  is  spent ;  and  so  loses 
The  possession  of  thnc  which  the  Etdfe 

Of  its  turbulent  impulse  diffuses; 
Until,  self-defeated,  it  sinks 

Back  again  to  a  lowlier  level. 
As,  from  bubbles  Chat  burst  at  the  brinks. 

Fall  the  lees  of  each  lingering  evil. 
Bj  evangel  and  angel  from  Heaven 

Unto  Earth's  many  monrnecs  below. 
Long  of  yore,  the  "  Glad  tidings  "  were  given : 

But  Earth's  gladness,  0  where  is  it  now  ? 
Long  of  yore,  on  the  mountaao,  the  voice 

Of  tiie  morcifal  Master  was  henrd 
To  the  monmers  proclaiming,  '■  Bejoice  "  : 

And,  rejoicing,  they  welcomed  his  word  ; 
To  the  hand  of  the  rich  man,  "  Restore," 

To  the  heart  of  the  poor  man,  "  Be  fed," 
And  "  Be  healed,"  to  the  souls  that  were  sore. 

And  to  all  men,  "Be  btoihers,"  it  said. 
Ent,  since  Christ  hath  been  nailed  to  tlie  free, 

Fruits  unripe  liave  our  hands  gathered  of  it : 
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Noiaf  worship  of  Kp  and  of  knee, 

Kiggard  iove,  not  of  love,  but  of  profit. 
For  the  poor  ia  opprest  aa  of  old  ; 

And  of  all  men  is  no  mau  tlie  brother  ; 
And  the  Churthes  but  gather  their  gold, 

Wtiile  the  nations  destroy  one  another  ; 
Only,  all  of  these  tilings  are  now  done 

In  another  than  Caesar's  name ; 
And  all  wrongs  that  are  Christless  go  on 

Unashamed  of  all  Christian  shame : 
By  Ihe  white  man  despised  is  the  black; 

And  the  strong  hath  his  heel  on  tlie  weak; 
By  the  iiurden  still  galled  is  Che  back; 

And  tlie  goal  ia  yet  distant  to  seek ; 
Though,  to  guide  us,  its  shining  ia  oil, 

Like  a  fire  on  the  midnight,  discerned ; 
When  the  hope  of  man's  heart  leaps  aloft 

From  the  chain  ^t  his  anguish  hath  spnrned : 
As  in  Germany  once  :  when  a  priest 

Was  changed  into  a  man,  for  tnan's  sake; 
And  his  word,  as  the  dawn  fills  the  East, 

Filled  the  West,  till  a  world  was  awake; 
In  the  letter  a  soul  was  created 

By  the  breaking  the  seals  of  a  book ; 
And  man's  conscience  in  man  reinstated, 

All  conscienceless  sovereignties  shook. 
Shook  indeed,  but  not  shattered!     For  straight- 


Whence  she  beckoned  to  all  and  lo  ench. 

They  that  loosed  her  lost  lieart ;  and,  as  onw; 

She  explored  her  companion  less  track 
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To  the  goal  of  her  destiny  —  sunward, 

They  wrung  hatiije,  and  shrieked  ia  her,  "  Come 

So  she  passed  from  among  them  forever. 

And  hath  left  them  where,  still  in  the  dark. 
Blowing  walffh-firos  spent,  they  shall  never 

Blow  the  ashes  thereof  to  a  spark  : 
Once  in  England  x  when  Hampden's  high  will, 

Eliot's  truth  that  was  true  to  the  death, 
Pjm's   large   speech,   and   the   sword   that;   hath 
still 

"Frkedom,"  graven  by  Law,  on  ita  sheath. 
Won  for  England  what  woe  10  the  day 

When  England  forgets  to  revere. 
Or  nnheedfullj  casts  it  away. 

Through  Ftitnrity  helmless  to  steer! 
Once  in  France  ;  when  the  storm  of  the  sound 

Of  the  spirits  of  men  rushing  free 
Shook  the  shores  of  the  nations  around. 

As  tlie  roar  of  a  jubilant  sea ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  feeble  waxed  strong. 

For  his  friends  were  as  one  flesh  and  blood 
In  the  easting  away  of  time's  wrong 

And  the  gatlieiing  up  of  earth's  good ; 
But  dull  time  goeth  deafly  since  when 

Those  rejoidngs  were  mingled  by  time 
With  the  moans  of  the  murders  of  men, 

And  the  cursings  of  csunage  aod  crime; 
All  is  silent  and  sullen  again  : 

And  again  the  old  cankering  forms 
Eeappear,  as  when  after  the  rain 

From  *he  earth  reappear  the  earth-worms. 
0,  the  infinite  effort  that  seems 

But  in  infinite  failure  to  finish  ! 


.,,  Google 


IIJ 


EPILOGUE. 

Man's  belief  in  the  good  that  he  dreaois 

Mast  each  fact,  he  awakes  to,  diminish? 
God  forbid !     Whom  thank  thou  for  whatevet 

Of  evil  remains  —  understood 
As  good  cause  for  continued  endeavoT 

In  the  battle  'twixt  EWl  and  Good. 
Heed  not  whitt  may  be  g^ued  or  be  lost 

In  that  battle.     Whatever  the  odds, 
Fight  it  out,  never  counting  the  cost ; 

Mmi's  the  deed  is,  the  consequence  God's. 
No  man's  labor  for  good  is  in  vain, 

Though  he  win,  not  the  crown,  but  the  cross. 
Every  wish  for  roao'a  good  is  a  gain  : 

Every  donbt  of  man's  gain  is  a  loss. 
Hot  the  price  that  we  bargain  to  pay. 

But  the  price  that  she  sets  oa  herself, 
Is  the  value  of  Truth.     Who  can  weigh 

What  the  weight  of  her  worth  is  in  polf? 
To  the  soul,  by  Vithose  lifelong  endeavor 

Age  hath  won  from  the  losses  of  youth, 
The  mere  loss  of  an  untruth  is  ever 

Good  as  great  as  the  gain  of  a  truth. 
Men  were  fashioned  to  love  and  to  know : 

And  in  Knowledge  and  Love  arc  the  goals 
Of  man's  course,  though  its  speed  may  be  slow : 

In  our  patience  possess  we  oar  souls. 
To  love  and  10  know  ....  winniug  love. 

Winning  knowledge,  by  labored  degrees 
From  the  doubts  life  compels  ns  10  prove, 

And  the  wants  vm  are  forced  to  appease. 
For  raaa'a  privilege  is  to  wring  out 

From  the  knowledge  of  evil  the  zest 
That  intcnsifica  good;  and  from  doubt 

The  convictions  time  puts  10  the  te^t. 
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Old  Experience  —  the  bourne  antt  the  gntTS 
Of  the  Sluggfird's  self-sepulchred  mind  — 
Is  the  stronghold  whence  iEsuea  the  Brave 

To  ac[[uire  new  realms  for  mankind, 
for  had  man's  ever-widening  will 

Ko  domain  bnt  Experiesce,  liis  sona, 
Like  bis  sires,  would  be  savages  still, 

Chewing  acorns  and  worshipping  stones. 
Deep  in  Nature's  nndraiued  Cornucopia 

Ever;  good  that  man  seeks  he  shall  find ; 
And  10  fools,  only  fools,  is  Utopia 

The  abode  of  the  hopes  of  mankind. 
For  whate'cr  God  hath  made  for  man's  good. 

He  hath  grunted  man  means  to  attain  : 
Say  thou  therefore,  "  I  will,"  not  "  I  would," 

Undeterred  by  the  coward's  disdain. 
All  unblest  would  our  fate  be,  indeed, 

If  yet  all  that  can  blees  it  were  ended, 
And  we  had  but  to  write  and  to  read 

Of  the  deeds  whicfi  the  great  buried  men  did  < 
Did  they  plant?  what  they  planted  we  grow. 

Every  grain  shali  be  ground  into  bread. 
Every  virtue  that 's  in  na  wa  owe 

To  the  unborn  no  less  than  the  dead ; 
For,  ere  bom  yet,  Foaterilrf  breathes 

In  our  being ;  and  shapes  by  its  breath 
The  incentives  (worth  more  than  the  wreaths) 

Of  the  men  that  win  wreaths  after  death. 
God  be  thanked  that  the  dead  have  left  still 

Good  ntidone,  for  the  living  to  do,  — 
Still  some  aim  for  the  heart  and  the  will 

And  the  Bonl  of  a  man  to  pursue  1 

God  be  thanked  for  the  ills  that  endure, 

With  Ihe.glory  tJiat's  yet  tu  be  won 
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From  the  hurts  we  may  hope  yet  to  cure 

By  the  deeds  yet  reserved  to  be  done ! 
And  thauk  God  for  the  foes  thai  remain, 

If  thsj  hearMn  uB,  Friend,  for  the  fight ; 
And  the  mercy  that  grants  to  man's  gain 

Yet  a  new  giun  forever  in  sight  1 
Forth !     Rejoice  in  llio  Good  that  God  ^rea 

By  the  hand  of  beneficent  Dl, 
And  be  giad  that  he  leaves  to  our  lives 

Means  to  make  thom  hecoical  sljll. 
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THE    FOOL    OP    TIME. 

A    POEM. 
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DEDICATION. 

TO 

COUNT  ARTHUR  DE  GOBINEAU, 

Minister  gf  France  al  the  Courl  of  his  Hellenic  MsJESly 
Member  of  the  S^iM  Ailaliq,,/  of  Paris:  Auihor  o 
"E!</uh!e  sur  Pl-^^liil  du  Races":  •' TraUi  ds: 
E  gwns  li   P&i!osl^ 


W8^^"!l  gation  to  build 

tar  ever    rude    or 

cent  Presiding 
P  m     dear  friend,  to 

ite  of  grateful 
feeling  to  those  ne«  sources  of  instruction  and  en- 
joyment which  your  genial  friendship  and  fertiliz- 
ing intellect  have  opened  to  myself ;  but  were  I  to 
defer  the  fulfilment  of  that  wish  till  I  have  the 
means  of  accomplishing  it  in  a  manner  more  to 
my   own  satisfaction,  and  belter  deserving  your 
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acceptance,  I  should  wait  too  long.  Receive,  then, 
not  for  the  worth  of  its  materials,  hut  the  sincerity 
of  those  sentiments  which  have  inspired  its  dedi- 
cation, this  very  slight  memorial  of  a  solid  and 

OWEN  MEREDITH. 
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PREFACE. 


Ft^^^HE  following  sceoes  (written  many 
^ffl^^  years  ago)  grew  oat  of  the  strong  and 
ISSb^I  'n'i^  impression  made  npon  my  mind 
BFB^Si  ^  '''^  perusal  of  a  paper  in  a  foreign 
Beview,*  conttuiiing  the  analysis  of  a  Polish  Poem, 
of  \?liicli  the  author's  name  is  unknown  tt>  me.  I 
do  not  understand  a  word  of  the  Polish  language, 
I  hare  never  seen  the  Polish  Poem,  I  am  not  eren 
sure  that  it  has  ever  been  published,  and,  cer- 
tainly, this  imitAlion  of  it  was  not  undertaken  by 
me  with  any  view  to  pablication.  I  presume,  how- 
ever, that  it  may  be  properly  included  in  a  volume 
which,  like  the  present,  is  entirely  composed  of 
imitations  and  paraphraEtea.  Let  the  faults  of  it  be 
ascribed  lo  myself,  but  its  merits,  if  it  have  any,  to 
the  Genius  of  the  unknown  source  of  those  ideas 
which  it  atlempts  lo  follow  out. 

Beyond  the  foregoing  statement  this  preftee 
need  hardly  be  extended.  IFor,  if  the  faintness 
or  rapidity  of  the  touches  whereby  the  author  of 
any  work  of  art  is  content  to  indicate  the  meaning 
of  it  be  i^arded  as  a  defcut,  it  is  undoubtedly  one 
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which  can  neither  be  remoyed  nor  amended  by 
explanalions  which  are  not  contwned  in,  or  sag- 
gested  by,  the  work  itself,  li  must  l)e  obvions  to 
all,  that,  when  the  scope  of  a  suhjcct  is  indclinitely 
lacfrer  than  the  Kfflile  within  which  the  treatment 
of  it  is  confined,  very  much  must  be  left  to  ihe  im- 
ngination.  To  sliiuulate,  rather  Ihan  to  satisfy, 
the  thought  and  fancy  of  others  must  be  tlie  chief 
object  of  a  poet  whose  own  fancies  and  thoughts 
are  compelled  to  trarerse  lightly  and  nimbly  a  wide 
field  of  contemplation  ;  and,  for  the  snfHcient  at- 
tainment of  the  purpose  he  has  in  view,  he  must, 
of  necessity,  trust  rather  to  the  sympathetic  co-op- 
eration of  his  readers,  than  to  the  positive  solidity 
of  those  airy  paths  along  which  they  are  invited  to 
follow  the  flight  of  his  ideas. 

To  all  who  may  be  willing  to  accompany  my 
"Fool  of  Time"  across  the  wildernesses,  camps, 
and  forests  through  which  he  is  now  waiting  to 
lead  ihem,  I  can  only  say,  in  the  words  which  I 
have  elsewhere  borrowed  from  the  experience  of  a 
personage  thoronghlj  acquainted  with  the  condi- 
tions of  all  such  fantastic  tracts  of  travel,  .... 

OWEN  MEREDITH. 
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BRIDE  AND  BRIDEGROOM. 


■p^fficMlROM  sonl  to  soul  hath  war  been  wb 

^[^^E   Nor  e'er  shall  be  the  strife  assoaget 
^^i^         That's  hourly  lost  and  hourly  w 
Ancient  of  Dats,  that  here  in  light. 
And  there  in  darkness,  dost  array  thee, 


The  sons  of  night  thy  servaota  arc  : 
They  work  thy  will,  no  less  than  we, 

Tho  sons  of  light,  that  with  tliem  war 
Unwearied  where  no  end  can  be. 

But  woe  to  man,  if  light  in  vain 

He  sees,  and  seeks  Che  darkness  rather! 

From  seed  of  evil,  evil  grain 
That  man  shall  gather. 
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Dreams  fade,  deeds  fail,  and  dajs  deport, 
And  all  is  changed  in  time  and  place. 

Tlirice  blessed  ore  ihe  porn  in  heart ; 
For  onlj  they  shall  see  God's  face. 

IMan's  life  from  cradle  leads  a>  tomb ; 

Mao's  loTO  from  Earth  may  lead  to  Heaven ; 

Be  thankful,  therefore,  thou  to  whom 
A  heart  was  given. 

Hold  fast,  O  man,  to  whom  God  gives, 

To  keep  thy  heart  still  undefiled. 
The  holy  human  love  that  lives 

In  kiss  of  wife,  and  kiss  of  child. 
Hold  fast  the  gift  1     The  hour,  that  now 

To  Heaven  relurns,  U>  Heaven  is  bearing 
A  husband's  sacramental  vow. 
Vowed  in  God's  hearing. 

The  pure  in  heart  God's  face  shall  see. 

They  of  the  Blest  nve  blessed  most. 

Man's  heart,  0  Lord,  lies  bare  to  thee: 

Shall  this  man.  Lord,  be  saved,  or  lost  t 
Though  o'er  his  soul  be  cast  the  net 

That  Satan  weights  wich  strong  temptiLtlon, 
He  that  hath  yet  a  heart  may  yet 
Escape  damnation. 

[Tit  Guarilian  Angtt  aacm 

EVIL  SPIBIT9  (na/nj  with  the  mist). 
With  the  vapors  arising  irom  earth  arise 
Shadows  of  Falsehood,  whose  shapes  are  lies. 
And  enter  where  ye  are  waited ! 
Phantoms,  and  films,  and  illnsions. 
That  mimic  the  light  you  loathe. 
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With  deliriums,  dreums,  and  confusions 
Tlie  creature  that  calls  you,  clothe  ! 
Choke  the  conscience,  and  cheat  the  ojea, 
Strangle  the  spirit,  but  Stifle  its  erica  ; 

For  the  fall  of  the  fool  is  fitted. 
Love  to  luat,  and  courage  lo  crime. 
And  sense  to  sin,  fur  the  fool  of  time, 
Orvall  Orvall 

Thou,  first,  loved  beauty  of  jouth's  lost  bloom, 
The  Departed  of  Yesterday,  riee  from  the  tomb, 
And  bewilder  him  that  bewails  tbea. 
Too  soon  to  the  darkness  hurried, 
Wan  ghost,  to  the  light  re-arise, 
And,  haunting  him,  dead  but  unburied. 
Reappear  in  a  drea,m  to  his  eyes. 
!□  the  dews  of  the  night  he  thou  bathed,  and  bound 
With  the  blossoms  that  grow  upon  graves,  and 
erowoed. 
By  the  heart  of  the  fool  that  hails  thee, 
With  the  stars  of  the  night,  till  the  grave- 


Thou  also,  old  picture  of  Paradise,  well 
In  the  cobwebbed  lumber-chamber  of  Ilell 

Hast  tbou  rested,  rotted,  and  rusted ; 
Beelzebub's  masterpiece,  painted 

Long  since,  though  thy  canvas  bs  old. 
And  the  hues  of  it  tarnisbt  and  fainted, 
Yet  rotoncht  with  our  purple  and  gold. 
Thou  shalt  brighten,  and  glitter,  and  glow,  for  him, 
With  the  colors  of  Eden  ere  they  waxed  dim. 
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Come  forth,  and  be  furbisht  and  dusted ! 
0  Nature,  mother  of  sins  sublime, 
Fair  be  thy  face  to  the  fool  of  time, 
Orval!  Orval  1 

Last,  thou,  too,  carrion  bird  of  prey. 
Whose  name  upon  earth  is  Ambition,  away. 

Where  the  bnnlsman  to  hunt  thee  hastens  I 
Stafted  with  Hell's  ashes  and  cinders, 

Famed  Bird  of  Perdition,  depart 
From  thy  perch  on  tho  Past,    Nothing  hinders 
Thy  flight,  though  a  scarecrow  thou  art. 
Spi'ead  thy  wings  in  the  ardors  of  morn,  and  bright 
Ab  the  sunrise,  and  swift  as  the  wind,  be  thy  flight, 
TiD  firmly  thy  talon  fastens, 
Red  with  carnage,  and  crooked  with  crime. 
On  the  ruined  heart  of  the  fool  of  time. 
Orval  I  Orval  1 


I  say,  good  men  should  choose  good  wives. 

Good  Cousin, 
Were  I  about  to  choose  a  lackey,  now, 
I  'd  choose  him,  Coi,  for  bis  good  looks :  because 
There  's  nothing  you  can  absolutely  know 
About  your  lackey,  but  the  looks  of  him. 
Until  jou  've  hired  him.     But,  were  I  to  choose 
A  wife,  I  'd  choose  her  for  her  fortune,  Coz, 
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Because  there  's  nothing  else  a  \a&a  eaa  know 
About  a  maiden,  till  he  has  married  her. 
Out  fair  new  Coosin  .... 


With  brown  woodland  eyes, 
Shy  as  a  forest  creature  freslily  eauglit  — 
Zounds,    Cousin!    if  Orval's   not   the  lovingcst 

As  she's  the  loveHest,  the  world  has  seen 
Since  Adam  married  Eve  among  the  roses, 
The  Devil  take  him  ! 


Son,  I  have  known  this  lady, 
Sinoj  when  she  was  the  sweelest  child,  whom  now 
I  know  the  sweetest  woman,  in  Christendom ; 
Nor  ever  in  the  simple  aainlliness 
Of  her  most  innocent  soul  Iiave  I  known  anght 
To  wi&h  away. 


I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Father  ; 
For  patience  is  the  strength  of  Saints  ;  and  much 
I  fear  that  Orval's  bride  may  need  that  virtue. 
Young  is  he  yet ;  and  yontli  in  him  was  ever 
More  full  of  whims  and  wanderings  than  the  wind. 


Ay,  our  old  House  should  have  an  older  Head  : 
And  more  than  ever  in  this  swa^ering  age. 
Whose  starts  and  turns  make   sound  experience 
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A  stubborn  Bss.     But  this  wild  nephew  of  mine 

Is  wilder  than  a  joung  anhooded  hawk, 

And  crammed  with  crazj  thoughts :  the  flattered 

fool 
Of  the  new-angled  time's  pemicions  prale, 


Ucde,  Uncle, 
Yoa  wrong  my  cousin  Orval !     I  and  he 
Were  schoolmates.     What  the  boy  was,  I  believe 
The  man  is  jet.     Eash,  choleric,  if  you  will, 
But  not  less  proud  of  his  old  name  is  he 
Because  more  proud,  justly  more  proud,  dear  Uncle, 
Of  his  own  power  to  add  new  value  to  it ; 
Kor  yet  unmanly  viun  of  gifiB  the  gods 
&ve  no  man  that  is  ignorant  of  their  worth ; 
To  him  all  noble  names  are  trumpet  notes 
Sounding  his  spint  to  aims  ;  and  his  full  mind 
Is  stored  with  every  kind  of  generous  fuel 
That's  quick  to  kindle  to  whatever  spark 
Time,  as  he  pnsses,  from  his  torch  shakes  out. 


Green  wood  1  greenwood!  all  smoke  and  splutter. 
Who  was  that  Priest. 


Q  the  world  ?     Eh,  Coi. 
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"Well,  I, 
For  my  part,  saj  that  1  most  cordially 
Applaud  this  marriage;  irhleh  not  only  links 
Two  lordly  lines  in  one,  but  also  mends 
What  in  the  solid  snhstance  of  oar  Houae 
A  somewhat  too  close  contact  with  the  Court 
Ilath  hero  and  there  rabbed  shabby. 


How  he'll  cringe 
To  fho  new  Countess,  with  hiB  lap-dog  looks  I 
Already  is  he  hankering,  look  at  hjin. 
After  his  platter. 


For  all  that,  he  'a  right. 
1  scorn  tho  Court.     No  king  shall  ever  hang 
His  key  between  two  buttons  on  my  back. 
I  '11  be  no  lackey,  who  was  born  a  lord. 
And  as  for  Orval,  youth 's  a  fault  time  mends. 
I  like  his  generous  wildness  well  enough. 


'Faith,  all  Ihese  greatly  gifted  youths  begin 
By  taking  out  a  patent  of  their  own 
For  the  creation  of  the  world ;  and  end 
By  selling  it  for  something  they  find  sdll 
Worth  having  in  the  world,  just  as  it  is. 
As  sooD  as  they  grow  wiser. 
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Good  bouks  say, 
And  I  say,  Coz,  a,  sweetheart 's  cream  :  a  bride, 
Butter ;  a  wife  ....   stale  cheese.     Yonder  'a 
the  gate. 


3CEJ1B  m.  — Twilight.  UndiTlke  walla  of  the  Cattle 
A  graveyard  adjoining  a  fjarden.  Tlie  Coittr,  lighten 
in  the  background.    Dance  muiicJYom  within. 

EVIL  SPiniT  (Imvering  loo;). 

I  hear  a  sound,  long  silenced,  heard 

Long  sinee ;  when  in  this  frozen  breast 
The  burning  wells  of  ecaso  were  stirred 

By  that  wild  music's  wandering  quest. 
Long  since,  and  so  long  since,  alas, 

I  may  no  more  rcraember  when. 
In  dream,  or  wake,  my  dwelling  was 

Among  the  homes  and  hearts  of  men. 
Long  siniie  I  heard  what  now  I  hear  ; 

My  lip  was  warm  with  love  and  wine  : 
Men's  praise  was  murmured  in  my  ear, 

So  fejr  a  woman's  form  was  mine. 
But  now  the  fiends  that  howl  behind 

Command  my  heartless,  homeless  ghost 
Some  earthly  form  more  fair  lo  find 

Thau  was  the  earthly  form  she  lost. 
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Blue  ejos  of  Beauty,  closed  and.  cold, 

Though  filmed  by  death,  and  stained  wilh  mould. 

Beneath  tiie  gravestone  dreaming ; 
Awake !  and  yield  to  mine  the  hue 
You  ^ve  the  graveyard,  violet  blue, 
When  gray  March  motnings,  drenched  with  dew. 

Among  the  eo'ves  are  gleaming. 

Bright  hair  of  Beauty,  mixt  with  moss,  — 
!Bich  threads  the  red  n 

When  to  his  w 
Ptoat  from  the  grave,  and  give  V. 
The  gay  gold  gleams  you  grant  U>  shine 
Through  buttarcups  that  glitter  fine 

Between  the  graveyard  grasses. 

Efld  lipa  of  Beauty,  bloodless  lips. 
Whose  lover  cold,  Oorrupiion,  slips 

Throi^h  coffin  planks  to  kiss  yoD  i 
TieM  what,  to  flush  the  graveyard  rose 
With  reflex  light,  your  redness  throws 
Up  bramble  Etems.     No  bud  tliat  blows 

From  these  will  miss  you. 

Ho  \  Satin  sark,  on  narrow  bed 
For  a  dead  Quceti's  slumber  spread, 

Slutnbering  chaste  in  ch^nel ; 
Leave  the  limbs,  thongh  they  be  cold. 
Of  the  corpse  wluch  thoa  dost  fold. 
Clothe  me!     Thou,  too,  erowii  of  gold, 

Deckt  with  grave-grown  diirnel ! 
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Woe  lo  thee,  garden !  woo 
Be  to  thy  warden  I     Who 

ComeCh  to  check  me  ? 
Ptinsy,  and  passioQ'flowet, 
Pranking  your  lady'a  bower. 
Red  rose,  and  lily,  shower 

Rare  blooms  to  deck  me ! 

Red  rose,  and  lily  white, 
Mine  must  you  be  (o-night. 

Fade  ye,  and  fall  ye  ! 
Wrenched  be  froin  root  and  see 
Flower^ld,  and  flower-gotn ! 
Deck  me  my  diadem. 

Each  as  I  call  ye  1 


Blighted  this  garden  be, 
Blossom,  and  branch,  and  tree  I 

Perish,  or  come  to 
Bloom  in  my  cheek  and  breast, 
Roses  and  lilies  !     Rest 
Rained  and  diEpoasest, 

Garden,  and  home  too ! 

—Night.    Wilkin  the  Cmtle.    PHva 
a  bakong  aeerioiiking  illaminatii 
■doors  {closed)  in  the  backgronnd  com 

SOKQ  (wth  iBHsiCf/rom  the  gardens). 
The  Spirit  that  shepherds  and  feeds 
The  soft  herds  of  the  unseen  Hours 
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(Among  life's  ilowerE,  that  are  weeds, 
And  among  love's  weeds,  that  are  fl 

Wherever  his  Ught  will  leads, 

As  he  wanders  this  world  of  ours. 
Those  flocks  of  his 


Then  one  kiss  more,  my  own  dear  love, 
Mj  husbaad,  ....  all  beat   things  ia  one  best 

O   breathe  not,  breathe   not,   even  ,  ,  .  .  much 
Thou  fair  fulfilment  <jf  all  dreams  ! 


'T  will  be  no  more  the  san 
As  it  hath  been,  -when  wo  two  pace  in  state, 
I  the  staid  spouse,  and  you  the  bashful  dame. 
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Sweet,  I  pridiee,  hj  the  flame 
Of  this  one  moment's  fire  life's  substance  prove, 
Then  take  tl>e  ashes  Clianee  1  I  have  lived,  I  love 

SONO  (Jrwa  llie  gardens). 

He  hath  opened  the  pale  penfoM, 

Gray  Twilight  had  woven  together, 
Of  the  dim  day's  faded  gold 

And  the  eve's  wan  azure  weather. 

And  the  stars  and  sea-winds 

Which  that  Spirit  nnbinds. 
As  they  dunce  forth  in  light  and  in  laughter, 

Loosen,  each  from  his  lair 

In  the  caverns  of  Care, 
The  p^sionate  hopes  that  were  pining  there. 

By  Pride  lockt  fast,  — 

To  follow  at  last. 
Those  dancers,  dancing  after. 


O,  dreams  less  fair  than  this 
Have  died  ere  now,  slain  by  their  own  strong  blis 
Wake  me  not  yet ! 


I  hear  my  ladies  call. 
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No  !  't  was  the  nighl-wind  in  those  trembling  ta 
That  tremble,  heiag  near  tbuc  ;  or  tho  fall 
Of  TODder  fountain,  sighing  for  far  sea£. 
As  I  for  thee  ....  somo  Naiad's  madrigal  I 


My  love  is  great ;  all 

Night  is  come  forth  from  her  hold  ; 
And  tlie  forests  and  fields  unfold, 
Matter,  and  sigh,  and  stir ; 
While,  to  wander  awaj  with  her. 
From  tlieir  camps  on  tEc  mountains  cold. 

Cedar,  and  pine,  and  fir 
Are  borne  upon  shadows  bold, 
Having  hnshi,  lest  their  way  be  told. 
Bird,  cricket,  and  grasshopper. 
At  hei  bosom  she  bears 
The  cwin-bom  heirs 
Of  all  t^at  is  brightest  and  all  that  ia  best, 
In  the  gift  of  their  nughty  mother : 
Whose  faint  Itps,  prest 
To  that  mother's  breast, 
Are  fed  deep  on  the  streams 
Of  the  dim  sweet  dreams 
That  nourish  each  nursling  brother  ; 
But  O,  which  is  her  fleetest  and  fairest  son  ? 
"Ear  soft  winged  Sleep  is  the  name  of  the  one 
And  swifi-wingiSd  Love  is  the  other. 
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,A«  {-Bering). 
The  briile'a-ladies  of  Lady  Orval  attcad 
My  IMy  in  lier  charabcr. 


The  lords  of  Montmiriul,  and  Pontleroy, 
Conan,  and  Comuont,  and  Vititeud, 
CuUibort,  and  Giles  of  Orm  .... 


No,  no !     A  costlier  fancy  comes  io  place 
Of  tbat  which  must  depart  now  ....  to  complete. 
And  crown  Love's  feast-day  with  a  final  grace, 
For  Love's  feastrnight  to  cherish.     Go  now,  Sweet  1 
Bathe  all  that  beanty  in  new  beams.     Prepare 
Thy  perfect  splendor.     Think  what  I  must  fwl 
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When  presently  I  stand  aside,  as  't  were, 

From  my  own  bliss  ....  mix  with  the  crowd  .... 

conceal. 
So  far  as  fancy  can,  fkim  every  thought 
The  knowledge  of  my  sovereignty  in  thee ; 
And  see  thee  float  before  me  sumptuously 
In  light,  by  thy  fnll-beaming  beauty  wrought 
(IVora  love's  bright  never-failing  source,  thyself!) 
Around  tliee  ....  like  the  languid  splendor,  blent 
With  balmy  spiees,  when  some  radiant  elf 
Kindles  all  round  him  bis  rare  element, 
Upfloating  to  his  nadve  ether  free, 
Whilo  bursts  the  wizard's  limbec  ....  as  though 

□aught 
Of  Ihee  were  mine,  but  that  which  all  may  see ; 
Till,  spent  with  wishful  wonder,  back  I  sink. 
Back  on  the  dear  delicious  truth  divitte 
That  bids  me  live,  with  lavish  leave  to  think. 
And  feel,  and  know,  that  all  of  thee  is  mine ! 
Mine,  to  make  costly  chaos  and  confusion 
Of  this  woIlHDrdered  world !  mine,  mine  the  right 
To  ruffle  that  calm  hair's  composed  profusion. 
And  free  that  bosom  from  its  bondi^e  bright ! 


0  hash !  my  poor  heart  dreads  this  dear  delusion. 

1  shudder,  gazing  from  that  dizzy  height 
Where  thy  praise  holds  me  ...  .  into  an  abyss. 
I,  who  am  full  of  laalls,  and  weak  and  slight. 
With  nothing  bnt  the  love  you  '11  never  miss 
To  keep  me  lovely  in  my  dear  love's  sight. 
When  you  shall  And  me  nothing  of  all  this 
Your  fancy  feigns  me  now  .  ■  .  • 
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In  feeling  thns,  then  . 


May  God,  beneath  whose  gaze  raj  heart  lies  bare 
As  the  unclouded  snmmer,  grant  the  pmjer 
I  prayed  when  at  his  altar  late  I  knelt, 
This  mom,  and  prayed,  when  on  mj  check  1  felt 
Mj  molher's  teara  ....  that  I  may  be  lo  thee 
All  that  his  wife,  my  whole  heart  loves,  should  be  ! 


Go,  robe  thyself  in  glory  '.     Let  tny  glance. 
Borne  on  Ihy  beauty  doivo  the  bounding  dance. 
Glide,  where  thou  glideet,  as  tho  passionate  bee 
Pollo^s  hot  fragrance  through  midsummer  ait. 


My  Orral !     Dost  thoa  wish  it  ?  would  that  we 
Might  glide  away  out  of  all  noise  and  glare. 
And  be  quite  quiet  ....  in  each  other  hidden 
Safe  from  all  eyes  I     But  what  by  thee  is  bidden 


asht  down  by  the  w 
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(0  thought  dread  and  sweet !) 
Ere  the  nightingale,  roused  by  the  moon,  is  at  rest, 

'I'hcy  shall  meet  1 
Thej,  the  twain  who,  of  mortals,  were  taugli*  ''7 

the  Power 
That  gave  sweets  to  ihe  bee,  giving  scent  to  the 
flower. 
To  find  ]□  eadv  other,  what  fsw  find  out, 

The  one  thing  aweet  in  a  world  so  sour. 
The  one  thing  sure  in  a  life  of  doubt. 
They  shall  moet,  0  where. 
They,  the  Strong  and  the  Fair  ? 
In  what  hour,  not  of  time?  in  what  land,  not  of 

There  where  life  is  delight,  and  where  being  ia  birth : 
Where  the  soul  and  the  sense  ore  one  feeling  alone, 
As  the  heaven  and  the  moonlight  are  two  and  yet 

Where  the  eyes  from  the  lips 
Drink  delicious  eclipse. 
While,  in  rose-braided  car. 

Love,  free  lord  of  his  owd. 
To  Qte  feir,  the  aiar. 

The  unseen,  the  unknown. 
Through  faint  depths  of  dim  fire 

Is  drawn,  with  tugged  rein. 
By  the  steeds  of  Desire, 
In  strong  triumph  amain. 
Through  the  twilit  tourts  of  the  orient  porch 

Of  the  Dawn  of  Life ;  where  the  bashful  train 
Of  those  tender,  timorous  Spirits,  that  are 
The  bearers  bright  of  his  blushing  torch. 

Are  waiting  the  will  of  the  Morning  Star, 
To  unfasten  tlie  gate  which  the  Destinies  bar 
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On  the  brave  bold  norld,  that  is  jet  unborn. 

Of  tli8  reaolnt«  race  that  is  yet  10  be, 
When  the  sunrise  of  Freedom,  in  Truth's  fair  morn, 
Sliali  be  solemn  und  bnj^ht  over  land  and  sea, 
And  all  earth  be  one  nation,  whose  namo  is  home. 
Trampling  tymnnj',  scorning  scorn. 
By  the  gentle,  iJic  just,  and  the  free. 

ORVAL   {alone) , 
Ay !  wherefore  should  it  dawn  not  now,  that  day  ^ 

SONG-  (as  before). 
For  the  eyes  of  Hate  shall  be  held  so  near 
To  the  looks  of  Love,  that  their  light  shall  soar 
His  baleful  bails,  and  snaky  Error 
Die,  caught  in  the  fengs  of  her  own  child.  Terror. 
0  dawn  of  the  day  we  have  waited  long  ! 
0  star  of  Iho  suroniits  wo  seek  in  song  I 
Arise,  and  be  bright 

On  the  bridal  bower 
We  hate  fashioned  to-night 

For  Beauty  and  Power ; 
From  whose  embrace 

Bring  the  bright  first-born 
Of  the  Promist  Race, 

The  mild  monarchs  o&Mom, 
The  strong  lords  of  the  Luminous  Hour! 


Wherefore  not  now  ....  not  hcre^ 

Zdajestic,  populous  with  august  shapes 
Of  jmwor,  and  light,  and  loveiiaeas,  beg 
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From  out  mine  iamost  being  to  put  forth  bst 
Fuli  pulses  of  a  multitudinous  life. 
O  ye  innumerable  teoming  thoughts, 
Forces,  and  faculties,  and  faociksies. 
That  rise  within  me,  lords  of  !udd  stars 
Whose  light  makes  midnight  glorious,  are  ye  not 
The  raonarchs  of  To-morrow  ?     I  have  roamed. 
Horsed  on  ftmr-hoovcd  Cheiroo,  reedy  plains 
Where  river  nymphs  rose  up  to  stare  at  us. 
And  Amazonian  maidens  aimed  swift  darts 
That  sung  and  missed  as,  as  we  fleeted  past 
Into  old  sleepy  woods.   I  have  twanged  the  strings 
Of  Orpheus'  harp,  and  tasted  berries  brown, 
Asclepios  gathered  oat  of  gusty  gro^'cs 
Ey  night  for  none  but  me.     I  have  s^cd  far 
With  heroes  in  a  hollow  ship,  through  gulfe 
And  plunpng  seas,  to  Colehis ;  and  have  seen 
BIsch-eyed  Medea  boiling  bitter  herbs. 
And  pluckt  the  fleecy  prize,  and  hasted  home 
Outspceding  Jason's  ship.     And,  after  all 
These  wonders,  I  awoke,  I  knew  not  where, 
Toneht  by  a  woman's  hand.     And  this  stale  world 
Of  common  lite  looks  new  and  strange  to  me. 
Who  liud  myself  set  suddenly,  aware. 
Awake,  witi  eyes  wide  ope,  a  living  man. 
In  the  mid  concourse  of  mankind  ....  to  cope. 
Contend  with,  conq^uer,  or  be  crnsht  by  it  *     No  I 
Already  in  my  right  hand  glows  and  throbs 
The  golden  ball  of  empire  1     In  my  soul 
Already  stirs  the  instinct  of  command, 
Tiie  godlike  purpose,  the  preponderant  will, 
The  proud  resolve,  and  all  that  makes  a  man  ! 
Farewell,  yon  fair,  fast-fading  forms  !     Farewell, 
You  ghos^j-  nurses  of  the  full-grown  strength 
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That  in  these  pulses  pants,  impatient  now 

For  action  i  Lot  mankiad  talie  lieed !  There  comes. 

Uncalled,  among  the  multitude  of  men, 

A  stranger,  Dative  to  an  ^e  not  theirs ; 

Who  means  from,  out  tho  moss  of  mortal  deeds 

To  carve  a  mighty  monument  for  dreams 

That  are  immortal.     Let  mankind  make  waj  1 

PHAKTOM  V01CB9  (on  the  oiV,  dispersedlt/). 
Whither,  0  whither,  do  we  float  to  find  thee  ^ 

Thee,  whom  we  chose  and  eherisht  for  our  own ! 
Dost  thou  not  bear  upon  the  derk  behind  thee 
Familiar  voices  making  fondest  moan  1 
Whilst  thou  wast  ours, 
Say,  did  we  ever  seek,  false  friend,  to  bind  thee 
Faster  than  falling  flowers 

Which,  for  thy  careless  crown 
Culled  by  our  fond  hands  from  forgotten  bow- 

If  lightest  winds  blew  (rauld  blown  rose-leaves 
blind  thee  ?) 
Dropped  from  thy  loose  locks,  in  soft-shaken 


Whence  are  those  voices  ^  I  have  heard  them  once. 
When?     Where ^     But  now  how  changed  their 

tODe !  how  faint  1 
Doth  the  wind  sing  them  ?  or  doth  fimcy  feign 
The  fleeting  echo  of  departed  dajs^ 
What  are  those  forms  that  float  before  mine  eyes. 
And  seem  to  sink  into  yon  drowning  dark 
With  desperate  gestares,  and  wan  visages  ? 
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THE  yoicBa  {^(fTovsiag fainter). 
Faintly,  ah  feintly  (efibrt  unavailing  !) 

Strive  we  to  reach  thee  I     Thou  recedest  ever. 
■\Vhore  dotb  the  fault  he  ?     What  hath  been  the 
failing  ? 
Waa  it  thine  or  ours?  ah,  ™n  the  dear  endeavor, 

Loved  one,  but  lost  I 
And  upon  the  midnight  air  we  hush  our  wailing ; 
Ghost,  after  withering  ghost, 

Woundeil,  with  wings  that  shiver, 
Shsted  by  the  night-wind,  a  despairing  host. 
Lost  as  loosed  Mossoiub  on  tbe  bleak  air  sailing 
Down  from  hurt  boagha  that,  bitten  by  tbe  frost, 
Bloom  again  never  I 


They  fade.     So  best  I     Lost  friends,  whose  \k\aii\ 

That  shine  through  swimming  tears,  from  mine 

recede 
Like  sad  stars  waning  in  the  windy  mist 
Night  sends  to  quench  them  ....  you,  whose  wo- 

ful  arms. 
Yet  waving,  melt  upon  the  midnigbt  air. 
Whose  voices  I  do  longer  iliaantwine 
From  the  lligIl^awarming  murmurs  of  tbe  crowd 
Beneath  me  ...  .  fare  you  well,  without  regret  1 
If  from  the  world  of  dreams  I  am  come  down 
To  earth  at  last.  It  is  heciuso  on  earth 
I  find  ut  last  a  world  of  dreams  fulfilled 
In  one  anblemisht  life's  beneficence 
Of  love  (be  inc.      God,  if  my  full  soul  falter. 
Faithless  to  faith  so  fair,  my  soul  disown  I 
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(of  the  House  of  Orval,  entering  iBiih 
FatlifT   Adam). 

I  wld  yoa  we  shoold  'light  upon  him  hero, 

Lo9t  '\a  the  Mmiracion  of  himself. 

Eouse,  Orval!     All  thy  kindred  wait  below. 


■e  upon  this  house,  and  thee,  my  at 


Mj  son, 
Those  Lovca  with  eagle  plumes  are  birds  of  prey 
Or  birds  of  pass^e.     Holy  bousehold  love 
Kanges  no  ferther  than  the  dove's  wing  bears 
The  clove's  breast  from  her  nested  brood.   AH  loves 
That  are  not  also  duties,  loves  that  bnild 
Ho  neat,  are  wanton  wanderers,  fed  by  chance 
Or  plunder ;  and  the  husbandman  does  well 
To  scare  them  off,  or  shoot  tJiem  down.   Young  man, 
There 's  more  in  holy  marriage  tlian  mere  love. 
And  that  small  consecrated  golden  hoop 
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Circling  the  finger  of  a  wife,  Ihe  vow 
Ercallicii  o'er  it  from  a  husband's  heart  ci 
Itilu  Eternity.     Love  takes  it  up, 
And  tutus  it  Co  a  sacred  talismau 
Tha,t  opea  to  him  the  sacramental  doors 
Of  that  mysterious  temple  roofing  all 
The  spara  bstvfoen  God's  altar  and  man's 


That's  what  I  say  mj-self.     Most  certainly, 

iLore  's  the  least  pact  of  marriage.   Look  you  now. 

Dear  Cousin,  at  this  marriage  of  your  own 

Which  all  of  us  rgoice  at,  —  I  not  least ;  — 

Won  from  the  wandering  ways  youth  roams  alone, 

fitly  companioned,  taking  with  jou  all 

That  should  accompany  lifij'a  traveller,  trains 

Of  goodly  baggage,  troops  of  trusty  friends. 

You  enter  here  life's  broad  mnin  highway,  bonnd 

For  where  life's  sober  business  must  begin 

In  serious  earnest.     You  begin  it  well. 

With  all  the  necessary  furniture ; 

Lovd,  as  by  these  wise  naptials  now  you  are. 

Of  half  a  province,  with  a  princely  name. 

Think  what  you  may  be,  should  be,  must  be. 

Cousin, 
The  king  is  old  and  weak,  and  knows  no  more 
Thau  a  sick  pauper  in  a  hospital. 
Plagued  by  a  dozen  vile  diseases,  each 
Disputed  by  a  dozen  doctors,  whore 
To  turn,  or  whom  to  trust.     Last  year's  new  nos- 
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The  very  man  that 's  i 


What!  ta  smear 
My  white  hands  with  the  soils  of  your  bad  work, 
That  'e  daily  wearying  hands,  no  longer  clean, 
Of  clninsy  drndgea,  (asked  in  vain  to  keep 
This  esecrable  heap  of  rotwn  rubbish, 
Yon  call  ft  system,  josl  a  little  longer 
Tban,  if  the  wind  blows,  it  seems  likely  now 
To  hold  ti^ether  t     1  'II  not  touch  it.  Cousin. 
I  will  not  turn  stale  tinker,  —  stop  one  hole. 
And  make  a  dozen ;  by  a  pauper  prince 
Pfiid  from  the  plunder  of  a  pauper  people. 
And  called  fine  names,  for  doing  foolish  work. 
By  foolish  folk.     No,  Father,  you  say  well. 
There 's  more  in  marriage  than  mere  love :  though 

If  Hue  to  one,  is  true  to  all.     But  if 
I  march  forth  to  the  battle-field  of  life 
Bearing  love's  banner,  it  sliall  be  to  light. 
Not  ill  ihc  rear,  but  in  the  van,  and  win 
Hew  realms  for  man. 


I  've  but  one  word  to  say,  then. 
'Tis  what  a  certain  celebrated  cook 
Said  10  his  loo  enthusiastic  pupil : 
"  You  push  the  pepper  to  fanaticism." 
But  here  comes  Lady  Orvul. 
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[Ide's-ihvdies  {entaiiig  vnth  Laih/  Oivat). 
lis,  Lord  Orval,  for  the  lo 


I  do,  dear  ladies,  and  most  lovingly 
For  your  lovcd  kindnesses  I  tLaak  you  alL 
Commend  me  to  the  Graces,  who,  I  SCO, 
When  Venus  lost  her  godhead,  wisely  came 
To  live  with  yon. 

MASTEE  ANDREW  (mteriaff) . 

My  lord,  the  hall  is  thronged 
By  liegemen  to  the  Otvala,  vassals,  friends 
And  guests,  inquiring  for  iJieir  noble  host. 
With  voices  whoso  impatient  eagemesa 
I  know  not  how  to  answer. 


Give  me  thy  hand,  dear  lovo. 
Thou  trumblcst,  my  Veronica  t 
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Long  live  the  Bride   anii  Bridegroom !     LouiI<ir, 
Long  live  our  Lord,  and  Lady  ! 

Thanks  to  all, 
From  ue  and  ours.     Fair  welcome,  wortljj  friends  ! 
Joj^'s  mouth  is  mute.     Let  music  make  amende. 
OiiyiLiBt4yERai:!r.i.tiaaadovm  the  hall  saluting  the  gutsls. 
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SECOND  EPOCH. 


HUSBAND  AND  WIFE. 


Pil,j>i«iiu 


OKTAL  {spwking  in  his  sleep). 
ijlgg^nl HENCE   com'st    thou?    wflerelbre  art 

pjB^^   Thou  whom,  for    many  a  wretched 

^^^yg;  night  and  day, 

'.  Jone  as  an  orphan  in  a  stepdamo's  house, 
Sad.  as  a  Sadducce  besido  a  tomb. 
Memory  hath  mourned  1     What  rests  'twixt  theo 

Of  aught  resembling  intercourse,  less  vain 
Than  fancy  flgnres  from  a.  wind  that  sighs 
Between  two  graves  ?     Wliy  dost  thou  haunt  mo 

What  can  I  more  ?  art  thou  not  satisfied  ? 
Why  are  the  dead  not  dead  ?  who  can  undo 
What  time  bath  done  ^  who  can  win  back  the  wind  f 
Beclion  lost  masic  from  a  broken  lute? 
Eenew  the  redness  of  ft  last  year's  rose  ? 
Or  dig  the  sauken  sunset  from  the  deep  i 
Why  lingerest  thou,  with  those  heart-breaking  eyes  t 
What  can  my  love  avail  tiiee  1     Life  is  lost. 
Why  beckonost  tliou  ?     JIow  can  I  follow  thcc  ? 
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Dost  thou  not  see  PrometJieus'  tale  is  mine  ? 
The  rocl,  the  chiun,  the  vulture  at  the  heart  I 

{AwaMiig.)  Where  am  I?    Ah  ...  .  heside  my 

My  wife  ?  .  .  .  .  What  is  there  in  that  little  word 
To  make  my  fleah  creep,  and  my  fonseieutu  cry, 
And  wrap  my  litb  fitst  with  iuteraal  lire, 
And  thange  this  pleaaaot  earth  into  a  hell  ? 
Veronica!  ....  thou  light  of  a  lost  star, 
Thon  heaven  unhallowed,  thou  unhatoed  s^nt, 
Thou  injured  iujury,  thon  sinless  source 
Of  sin,  thou  faullJessness  all  fiill  of  butts, 
Thou  loss  in  gain,  thou  death  in  life  I     What  woe 
That  wanlE  a  name  jet  shall  hai-e  thine  lo  wear  1 
Happy,  thou  sleepeBt,  thou  unhappy  cause 
Of  sleeplessness.     Sleep  on  I    dream   on !    wake 

Would  I  had  never  slept,  or  never  waked  1 
loT  I  have  slept  loo  long,  or  waked  too  soon. 
Who,  dreaming,  dreamed  thee  .  ,  .  .  what  thou 

And,  waking,  wake  to  ...  .  what  can  never  be  1 
I  dreamed,  and  saw  .  .  .  ■  't  was  nothing  but  a 

di-eam! 
I  wake,  and  see  ....  'tis  nothing  !ikc  my  dream  ! 
Yet  thou  art  fair,  my  lost  Veronica  : 
Too  fair  thou  art,  loo  fair  not  to  ho  wooed, 
And  fond  as  fair ....  too  fond  not  to  bs  won  : 
Tender  aa  ei'oning  air,  trno  as  a  star  ; 
Pure  as  (he  dewdrop  of  an  April  dawn ; 
Gentle,  as  crcatnrea  that  wore  never  wronged ; 
Faithful,  as  creatures  that  no  wrong  can  change. 
Because  their  faith  is  like  a  dead  friend's  love, 


.,,  Google 


TEE  FOOL    OF   TIME.  iji 

Something  that  'i  ever  what  it  was  ....  But  She  1 
.  .  ,  ,  0  hcaventy  angels !  Are  these  haunted  eyes 
The  dupea,  or  the  deceivers,  of  rny  heart  ? 


OKVAL  (starling  «p). 
Accursed  be  the  day,  aecurst  rhe  hour, 
Wherein  I  wedded !     Curst  the  hour,  the  day. 
When  I  betrayed  ....  madman,  for  what  ?   for 

The  glorious  bride  of  my  immortal  soul ! 

Whose  beauty  ....  Tool,  to  thinli  Earth's  fairest 

Could  outface  Heaven's  1 

VEKONicA  (woMng). 
Home  of  my  lieart  I  my  Orval !  — 
Where  is  he  ?     Am  I  alone?  ....  lavo,  art  thou 

Thank  God  !  thank  God  I  I  dreamed  of  thee.    My 

dream 
Was  sad  and  strange.     But  tiiou  art  there,  thank 


Day  ?  no,  child.     Kight.     Black  mid  eight.     Sleep 

again! 
Turn  thee  ujion  thy  j>illow.     Sleep!  sleep  fast ! 
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Wlmt  nils  theo,  lovet  thy  voice  is  strange  ;    thine 
Am  wild  .... 


Air,  air  1  fresh  air  !  An  evil  dream  — 
A  fovevish  fancy,  —  nothing.     HoBd  ma  not. 
Sleep,  child.     Tkoa  amst.     Sleep  on.     I'll  walk 

awhile. 
Heaven's  breath  upon  my  brow,  the  sight  of  stare. 
The  fresh  cold  rustling  in  the  roofless  lielilB 
Of  the  first  birds,  will  help  this  aching  head. 
Bleep  fast,  Veronica  I     The  night  ia  long. 

[He  ruMes  out. 

ScENQ  fL —  Night-    A  giwdfn  by  a  grateyardy  ait  before- 

OEVAL  twdking  mth  aijilaled  ge-^turesj- 
0  fool !  fool  I  misernble,  brainless  beast  1 
What  devil  was  in  thee  when  thon  didst  that  ileed! 
Who  drn^ied  the  eup  which  thy  besoltcil  soul 
Sucked,  as  't  were  nectar,  to  the  deaillj  dregs  ^ 
What  bribed  thee,  brute,  to  bo  the  murderer 
Of  thine  own  liberty  1  this  double  chalD 
Of  nerer-changing  cuBiom,  whose  cramp  links 
So  glittered  in  thy  gross  and  greedy  gaze 
That  thon  didst  take  their  gilded  iron  for  gold. 
And  sell  thyself  to  clutch  them !     Break  it  now 
Thon  canst  not,  though  thou  tear  away  the  flesh 
They  cling  to,  and  canker.  Ont  on  this  cheat,  time, 
Tliat  wins  eternity  away  from  all 
Who  trust  the  present's  ft'audulcnt  proniisc  pledged 
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Upon  a  bankrapt  future  1  What  hath  bocn 
This  life  of  raiao,  since  Ihat  disastrona  hour 
Which  made  it  mine  no  more  ^  .  .  .  .  Death's  1 


[Cioci 


Ha! 


When  I  was  wont  U>  mount  my  thro 
Where  is  it?  where  mj  nimble  mi 
Those  beautiful  bright  Spirits  of  bumiug  orbs, 
Whose  congregated  glories  girt  me  ronni 
With  rows  of  starry  brows  intensely  turned 
To  me,  their  monitrdi ;  hands  in  homage  raised, 
Eadiant,  to  reach  my  sceptre's  point  that,  where 
I  waved,  it  swayed  them,  as  the  unseen  wind 
Around  their  ardent  centre  sways  the  tops 
Of  yearning  flames :  so  yearned  they  all  to  me  I 
And  my  will  ruled  them  all,  like  a  young  god. 
Where  are  they  yanisht  from  me  "i   Whut  new  lord 
Sits  on  the  throne  mj  vassals  built  for  me. 
Waving  my  wand  ?     Minions,  must  I  riitiirn 
Like  a  repentant  abdicated  prince, 
Yet  hankering  after  power  too  rashly  yielded. 
To  cry  your  pity,  beg  your  leave  to  lake 
My  crown  again,  and  sae  back  yonr  relcast 
And  vagrant  snfir^el     Bather  shalll  be 
Like  some  lost  god,  whom  loss  of  empire  goads. 
Clad  in  fierce  grandeur  of  a  fallen  fiend, 
Aud  hungry  for  old  incense  gone,  to  prowl 
About  the  procincta  of  hie  perisht  power. 
With  red  eyes  peering  into  empty  bowle 
Among  bis  brazen  shrines,  and  in  the  dark. 
Where  no  more  tupci-s  buru,  croucliing  to  catch 
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Ls  all  that  made  mo  what  I  was,  —  your  lord  1 
Brigbl   Blares,   behold   me!     Tremble!    appear! 

(He  waiifs  ftts  wnij  wilils- 
(AJl^  a  pause.)     Theycomenot.     I  hear  nothitig 

but  tiie  wind 
Sighing  among  the  graves;  and  nothing  se 
But  the  wan   clouds,   whitening   and   i' 

fast, 

As  through  their  melancholy  membrane  thin, 
Like  a  (hint  impulse  throu^i  a  eick  man's  veins, 
Tlie  flitting  of  the  moraentarj  moon 
Comes  and  is  gone.     Nature  draws  down  the  veil 
O'er  her  divine  deep  ejes,  and  like  a  stranger 
Hastes  from  me.     Vox  diaiuiTitia  in  tfeserto  / 
I  cry,  and  there  ii  none  to  answer  me. 
Call,  and  none  comes.  The  Spirit  that  once  plagued 

SanI 
Pli^ucs  me;  and  unto  me  too,  as  to  liim, 
The  voiles  of  (he  oracles  are  dumb. 
God !     Thou  art  just.     Tby  priests  have  conse- 
crated 
The  union  of  two  human  lives.     But  thou  t 
Wilt  thou  YouchEale  no  severance  of  the  bond 
Which  now  nniles  two  corpses  t 

Ah  I  she  comes  I 
Bright  One,  (^ain  thy  breath  is  on  my  brow ! 
Again,  again,  those  deep  eyes  in  my  sonl 
On  their  own  trembling  image  aro  shining  sad 
As  stars  on  a  diirk  water !     Calm  and  pale 
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Diclatress  of  my  paasionate  destinies, 

Beeat  thou  but  empty  air,  phantom  or  dream. 

Or  insubstantial  vapor,  the  vext  mind 

Sends  hovering  up  from  the  unquiet  lieat 

Of  its  onn  burning  thoaa;hts,  smali  care  hare  I 

To  know  anghe  else  of  thee  tban  that  thoa  art ; 

And  O  how  beautiful  thon  art  to  me  1 

Child  of  mine  inmost  self,  that  contest  thus. 

In  the  last  watches  of  the  wakeful  night, 

To  tompt  the  father  that  begat  theo,  ....  0  stay  1 

If  thus  it  be,  and  Uion,  indeed,  no  more. 

Image  of  all  beadfying  beauty. 

Than  tie  poor  painted  creature  of  the  cloud 

And  habitant  of  holiovr  nothingness ; 

What  then  am  I,  from  whose  corporeal  self 

And  palpable  humanity,  fair  liend, 

Thou  hast  suckt  oot  the  nobler  essences 

To  fbed  the  light  of  those  bewildering  eyes  ? 

This  is  the  dross  and  refuse  of  a  man. 

Not  I,  not  anything  1     So  let  me  breathe 

In  that  fine  air  thou  breathest,  ....  else  I  die  I 

Thou  hast  dislodged  me  from  myself  ....  I  clium 

Inhahitadon  of  thino  airy  sphere. 

All  thine  I  am.     Lead  on.     I  follow  thee. 


I  have  heard.     llBmember  thou, 

Moilal,  thine  immorlnl  vow  ! 

Through  the  night  air,  dark  and  hollow, 

Where  I  lead  thee,  follow  1  follow  1 

Farther  than  the  rocky  ledge 

Of  the  stretched  land's  sea-girt  edge. 

Farther  than  where  heaven's  clear  cope 
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O'er  the  flat  sea'a  end  dot!i  slope; 
Higlier  than  tree-top  ever  grew, 
Mountain  reached,  or  wild  bird  flew ; 
Deeper  than  those  depths  of  green 
By  the  drowning  seaman  Been ; 
There  where  sun  hath  never  set. 
Never  rose  hath  withered  jet, 
Beauty  never  ceased  to  be 
Beaa^fiil,  nor  fi'eedom  free ; 
There,  where  life  is  life  forever, 
Love,  the  light  it  loses  never ; 
Where,  a  bright  immortal  child, 
Joy  is  ever  fresh  and  wild, 
!Fed  on  flowers  (hat  never  there 
Winter  strips  of  blossoms  hare. 
Wonldst  thou  woo  me  1     Hither  to  m 
!Niglit  and  day  must  thou  pursue  me. 
Come,  my  lover  !     Darkness  eovor 
All  the  lite  whose  light  is  over. 
To  me  1     Woo  mc  !     Wouldst  thou  \ 
As  I  am,  pursue,  pursue  met 


Eest !  rest !  0,  if  thou  be  the  esprest  Desire 
Of  all  desires,  the  Thought  of  every  thought. 
Why  rest  no  longer  than  a  fteetJDg  thooght, 
A  vain  desire  ? 
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Without  thy  prosenco  I  am  full  of  foars 
In  this  drear  dim  old  chamber,  all  alone. 
0  haste,  dear  heart  I   The  morning  breaks.   Haste 


[Evil  Spin 

VOICE    ON    THE    AIK  (rfjIl'lM/  fliraj). 

Weak  mortal  lover. 
Faro  thee  well !     The  charm  is  over 
Soon  to  meet,  thoagh  now  to  part, 
Faithless  soul,  and  feeble  heart, 
Hev3  thoa  art  not :  mine  thou  art. 


Gone!  ,  .  .  .  Yotmothoughtwithpromiaeofrctnni. 
And  then  ?  .  .  .  .  Ilers,  —  hers,  whate'er  She  bo  1 

Farewell 
Home  of  my  fathers,  and  thou  native  land  ; 
Farewell  old  garden  where  my  boyhood  played  i 
Farewell  fiieiids,  kindred,  all ...  .  and  farewell 

Formed  for  all  tliese,  only  not  formed  for  me  1 
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Not  since  our  littlo  Muriel  was  born,  — 
Nor  very  well ;  nor  ablo  lo  say  why 
Those  faint  cold  seizurea  frighten  me  & 
But  torao,  thou  dearest ! 


And  my  chilli?  ....  Gods  !  gods! 


The  child  Is  a  fine  one  —  perfectlr  healthy  — 
vants  nothing  but  his  natural  nouribhrneat  But 
yon  mast  be  careful  about  your  mistress 


NcrvOB  are  ...  .  humph!  nerves  are  ...  . 
{looking  at  his  wcUch),  Bless  my  soul,  how  late  it 
is  \  Be  good  enough  lo  see  that  Lady  Ocva!  takca 
the  draught  I  have  prescribed,  every  fonrtti  bour. 
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And  above  all,  no  oxeiWcnent  1 
The  tiiild  will  do  very  well.  Which  is  the  way, 
my  good  woman  ^  Thank  you.  Eemember,  no 
CKiiKniunt.     And  the  draught  every  four  hours. 


O   my   dear   liidy !    if  I   knew  whut  ailed  her. 

Nen'eB  1 
Sweet  soul,  't  is  the  heart,  I  fear,  that  is  breaking. 


(□BUB  IV.  —Evening.  A  olmmlier  m  tie  Castle,  ligAted 
ami  richly  furnialied,  Higi  Qothic  vHndauK  open. 
Tltrouyh  tlien  a  mili  /OBdMiye  it  dimlg  vitible.  The 
nighl  is  aaltry  imi  clouds,  ■«'*  partial  momlighi,  fre- 
e»en«!*  oftseured.  At  one  cad  t,f  lie  chamber  Veron- 
ica ia  seated  ftj  her  iarp.  ITear  her,  on  in/oBi  aileep 
in  a  cradle.  At  the  Blhtr  end  Orvat,  leanlns  agairtel  a 
ainilBni,  and  i^parirtl!!/ watciing  thenisht '  hie  back 


I  have  sent  to  Father  Adam. 


.,,  Google 


i6q 

OEVAL;    OR, 

That' 

s  settled. 

At  noon. 
Tlmnka. 

Ofcou 

.rse  I  mcr 

And  all  the  ramily, 
Ln  both  Families,  attend. 

Thanks. 

And  made  good  Master  Andrew  jealous. 
I  am  not  jealous,  child. 


Thou?  ....  (ah,  the  old, 
Old  aching  empty  end  of  every  effort ! ) 
I  have  distributed  the  largesies  : 
The  winter  cloaks  for  the  old  women 
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Ay,  food  and  drinlt. 

Dost  thou  approve  1 


Dear  God  be  Bianked  !     TMa  ceremony  ovei 
Our  little  Muriel  will  be  a  Christian. 
Sleep,  sleep,  my  little  one  !  my  pretty  one ! 
How  the  child  has  been  dreaming !     Only  si 
The  little  coveriot  ia  al!  tumbled.     Sleep, 
My  little  Muriel,  my  pretty  chick ! 


O,  the  heat  here  1     This  house  is  stifling  me. 
There  's  thunder  somewhere.     I  can  feel  it  in  me. 
Would  the  storm  only  burst  1  ....  Oufi  I  shaJl 
choke. 

VERONICA  (a^er  watching  in  sikncejor  some  inmates 
*er  husbond,  whose  bade  is  tarofd,  drams  the  harp 
to  her^  a,rtd  smi/s). 

If  my  love  but  loved  me,  I, 

What  should  I  do  ?     1  that  love  him  t 
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Eise  and  liyo  t  or  drop  and  die  ? 

If  I  knew  some  way  to  prove  Mm 

Mine  at  lost,  hap  then  what  may,  — 

Tone  of  voice,  or  glance  of  eje. 

Could  they  malie  my  love  my  lover,  — 

Should  I  even  dare  to  try 

Snch  B.  power  1  who  now,  to  move  him 

Trying  all  I  can,  no  way 

To  win  him  to  me  can  diseovet, 

For  all  my  trying  night  and  dayl 

{mth  sudifn  vehemence. 
To-day, ....  to-morrow  ....  yesterday  ....  for- 

Whatha.veldone?  what  have  I  done,  sweet  saints^ 
Orvnl  I  I  cannot  bear  it.     Look  on  me  ! 
Dost  thou  not  eee  that  I  am  dying  of  it! 
Not  one  word  dost  thou  speak  to  me.     Not  one  1 
Not  even  one  tind  look,  one  answering  smile. 
Dost  thon  not  even  see  what  I  am  Buflering  ? 
All  find  mo  jjlered  since  ....  all,  love,  all  eyes 
Save  thine  are  sad  to  see  this  withering  change. 
Hath  no  one  told  thee,  love.  Low  pale  1  am. 
And  thin,  and  weak,  and  wEisted "! 


The  hour  approaches ! )     Oti  tho  contrary. 
My  love,  I  never  saw  vou  looking  better. 


i !  I  think  you  see  mi 

3  not  at  all. 

do  BOt  see  nor  hear 

mo.     When 

I  speak 

turn  away  impaticnl 

I.     Wlieniioi 

lepeak 
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'T  is  not  to  me.     How  have  I  wronged  thee,  Orval  ? 
Thou  dost  wrong  nte   most  deeply.     Whose  tJie 

fault  1 
This  morning  I  coniessed  atl  sins  of  mine 
With  tears  of  sorrovrfnllest  penitence 
To  Him  that  is  more  pitiful  than  thou. 
For  1  have  sinned  to  Him  ....  often,  to  thee 
Never !     At  the  confessional  I  set 
Bare  in  God's  sight  each  sore  and  bleeding  nerve 
Of  this  bnaiaed  heart ;  and  searched  out  all  its 

iiiulls. 
The  secre1«st  ones,  —  that  seem  scarce  faults  at  all 
At  first,  01  only  faults  like  those  friends  find 
In  a  loved  ftcc;  who  love  it  all  the  more 
For  just  such  blemishes  aa  serve  to  break, 
With  here  and  there  the  quaint,  familiar  turn 
Of  some  defective  feature,  outlines  else 
Too  laultlesa,  they  aver,  to  crave  and  get 
The  lenient  pity,  love  soon  turns  to  praise. 
Such  faults  are  worst.     Love  hips  them  round  so 


Hiding  them  from  us  in  onr  best^known  selves, 
Till,  ted  on  unsuspeciKd  tolerance,  oft. 
Like  savage  creatures.  Came  in  infancy. 
Which  yet  no  kindness  ean  for  long  redeem 
From  their  original  wildness,  those  praised  fenlta. 
As  we  and  they  grow  alder,  turn  themselves 
To  drear  deformities,  revealed  at  last 
By  those  unflaMering  looking-glasses,  eyes 
That  love's  departure  leaves  wide  open.     Alas ! 
Many  such  faulw  I  foand ;  but  none,  God  knows. 
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Heaven  knows  how  I  have  lored  tl 


And  't  is  my  dutj  also  to  iove  rt 


0  hush  1  ....  not  (Ao/  ....  not  Dnty  .... 

Ihat  drear  word  I 
Harsh  charity  whteh  the  nnwillitig  eye 
And  grading  heart  dote  oat  to  oqthun  hopes- 
Tar  better  buried  in  the  grave  of  love. 
Than  fed  on  snch  cold  comfort.     Bather  say 
Thon  ciuist  not  love  me,  Orval.     Treth  ia  sad. 
But  truth  is  best.     The  bitter  truth  once  feced. 
Both  will  be  freer  from  the  fear  of  it. 
And  let  the  rest  come  on  ns  as  God  wills  1 

1  have  heard  say  there  is  in  all  our  bones 

A  humor  Nature's  kindly  forethoaght  keeps 
Hid  in  thetn,  with  no  seeming  use  at  all, 
Until  yon  break  them,  when  the  fractnre  frees 
This  wholesome  juice  tbal  helps  her  healing  hand 
To  mend  its  mischief.     May  be,  broken  hearts 
Have  some  snch  secret  balm  in  readiness 
To  make  the  best  of  rain.     But  do  not,  love, 
BcgiTi  (0  hate  me  now,  becanse  you  think 
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That  yon  mast  love  me,  whom  you  cannot  love. 
Only  the  truth,  love  I     I  shall  bear  it  somehow. 
Only  the  Cmth  I  't  is  doubt  that  tortures  most. 
Tho  tiTith !  it  could  not  even  surprise  me,  love. 
If  I  had  counted  on  myself.     But  then, 
I  thought  so  little  of  myself  at  first. 
So  much  of  what  was  great  and  atrong  in  you. 
Which  seemed  to  cover  me  and  keep  me  safe. 
1  always  knew  myself  onworthj  thee. 
And  always  feared  that  yon  must  find  this  out. 
But  not  so  soon.     All  seems  so  sudden  now. 
1  sliould  have  been  prepared  .... 


LOTO,  if  you  knew  I  ree<^nized  your  right 
To  take  bnck  all  the  love  I  never  ckimed, 
Nor  ever  quite  called  mine,  you  'd  have  no  c 
To  hftte  me  thus. 


Not  me,  have  pity  upon !     But  ....  0  my  bus 

This.  .  .  ,  inaocentremnantofmy wrotchedlovQ 
That  never  wronged   tbce  ....   Think!  it   i; 
God's  gift. 
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!     O  falher,  look  oi 
is  thyself! 


What  have  I  said,  what  have  I  done,  to  bring 
This  vehement  battery  of  most  stormy  speech 
And  ficree  reproach  npon  me?     Prithee  rise. 


Naj,  not  till,  on  the  altar  I  build  here 
To  patience,  all  the  love  I  render  back 
With  nnreproachftil  tears,  the  duty  too. 
That  cannot  eomfbrt  me  vbo  claim  it  not. 
Bo  dedicated  to  thy  child,  whose  biith 
Waa  the  beginning  of  my  burial.  Orval, 
Swear  thou  wilt  love  thy  son  1 


Him  1  .  .  .  .  and  tliee  tc 
I  love  ye  both.    Believe  it. 

Hail,  ray  lover 
Our  bridal  hour  is  come.  Away  with  me, 
There,  whence  thy  sighs  have  won  me  I 


(fii^'jitig  herself  into  his  anus). 

Ilusband  I 
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How  fair  thou  art !  how  fair, 
Bright  mystery!  ethereal  sorceress! 
Thine  eyee  are  wells  of  wonder !  thy  looae  locks 
Gold  labyrinths  wherein  love  wanders  lost  I 
Bipe  budding  kisses,  bright  with  crimson  dew, 
And  bathed  in  breathing  balm,  are  thy  red  lips! 
And  Ihy  loolis  draw  mo,  filled  with  music,  forth 
In  response  to  them,  as  a  minstrel's  hand 
Draws  hidden  tune  out  of  a  throbbing  lute- 


That  would  retain  thee  must,  herself,  depart. 
With  all  thiugs  tliat  decay.     Her  Ultle  life 
Is  but  a  dying  taper's  smoke.     Her  love 
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A  leaf  that  fklls  before  tlie  gust  of  time. 
Confounded  with  a  million  lilce  it,  lost 
And  trodden  down  into  the  common  clay. 
Her  beauty  is  the  heritage  of  the  worm ; 
Her  youth  the  play  and  sparkle  of  a  stream 
Which  soon  the  wmlor  of  old  age  shall  freei 
I  am  immortal. 


Orvfll,  Orval  1     Saints, 
Save  tis,  .  .  .  .  save  liiia,  my  husband  1   The  house 

The  choking  smoke  1  the  scorching  flame!   Speak, 

Orval, 
What  seeEt  ihou  yonder  with  those  staring  cyoa 
Fixt  on  the  fearful  fiery  glare  1     Help !  help ! 


Hnsb, woman!  hush  I  Creature  of  clay,  blaspheme 

Daaghlfic  of  Eve,  ihoa  standest  in  the  light 
Of  that  Divine  Ideal,  in  whose  image 
The  Almighty  One  conceived  thee,  too.   But  thou. 
Even  in  thy  mother's  ivomb,  woraao,  hast  heard 
The  whisper  of  the  serpent,  and  thou  art  — 
That  which  thou  art ! 


Farewell,  clay !     I  follow. 
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SOIIB  V.  —  Early  Damti.    High  mowalain  landsmpc. 
ORVAL  (asrendinj). 
It  Spreads  before  mo,  opens  out  on  me, 
And  round  me,  —  all  I  havo  loved,  and  longed  li 

The  life  of  my  life  in,  winning  it !     My  heart 
Leaps  like  a  river^od's  irhat  time  he  hears, 
Flntlering  the  cold  reeds  of  his  frozen  banks. 
The  first,  faint,  solitary  kingfisher  r 
And  all  at  once  his  drowsy  godhead  awako9. 
And  he,  no  blind,  ftost-bitten  brooklet  now, 
But  Ocean's  lusiy  ehild,  shakes  free  his  limbs 
Of  their  cold  chains,  which  frowning  Tanais  lakes 
And  bastes  to  find,  in  some  bright  island  buy 
Far  off,  the  sportive  sea-maid  that  he  loves. 


Still  on, 
rOgher  I  mount,  and  higher :  aa  a  strong  star. 
Stopped  by  no  cloud  that  clings  to  the  world's  edge 
Where  night's  lets  settle.     Far  behind  me  fades, 
And  lar  beneath  me,  the  loathed  life  I  loaro. 
Ha!  miserable  insects,  misnamed  men, 
Wrolchedest  worms  that  never  yet  had  wings 
To  save  you  from  yourselves,  that  sting  each  oilier ! 
Swarm  on,  sting  on  !  and,  in  the  dnsi  that  breeds 

ye. 

at  I 
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I  follow.     Lead  1 


SCEmTI.  —  ffooB.  Witiin  the  Charch.  reronica,pHes. 
sponsors^  njifse^  and  chttd.    Quests^  kinsmejif  and  Tt 


Strange,  if  ho 
Were  not  Btrango !     Doubtless,  he  is  all  this  while 
Penning  some  page  of  an  immortal  poem, 
E^Eolved  that  nothing  but  the  end  of  the  world. 
Which  some  folks  think  at  hand,  shall  iotcmipthini, 
And  break  off  hie  best  strophe. 
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And  what  strange  ejes ! 


Eyes '.  do  you  chII  them  eyes  ? 
They  glow  hke  pils  of  fire  where  nameless  things. 
That  died  nnblest,  are  being  burned  away. 


Yes,  bat  carved 
From  some  clear  sluff,  not  like  a  woman's  flesh. 
And  colored  like  half-feded  white-rose  leaves. 
'T  is  all  loo  thin,  and  wan,  and  wanting  blood. 
To  take  my  taste.     No  fulness,  and  no  flush  1 
A  watery  half-moon  in  a  wintry  sky 
Looks  less  nnconafortably  cold.     And  ....  well, 
I  never  in  the  eyes  of  a  sane  woman 
Saw  such  a  fltn 


Humph !  this  begins  to  look  less  festival 
Than  funeral.     Or,  if  a  feast,  a  strange  on 
Like  Tiraon's  last ....  a  putting  a  good 
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And  I  that  (pity  mo !) 
Declined  a  breakfast  with  an  epicure 
Just  to  please  Orval ! 


THB  PEtBST. 


Muriel,  wilt  thou 
c  holy  baptism  of  Christ  t 


She  stretches  out  her  arma  toward  the  child. 
Whatissbemuttering?   Markher.    Showilisp 
But ....  Gradoua  heavens ! 
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Marquis, 
Tour  arm  I  You  arc  tho  nearest  of  ua.  Quick, 
Or  she  will  Ml! 


Muriel,  dost  ihou 
The  devil  and  all  his  works  1  dost  thou 
The  pompa  and  vanities  of  this  wicked  world, 
And  all  the  ainful  lusts  of  the  flesh  1 


Hush  !     Those  lips 
Struggle  ....  that  white  face  twitehea.    What  is 
ahe  saving  ? 


Miiriol,  receive  her  blessing,  who  unbleat 
Ilath  ^veu  to  thee,  what  unto  her  was  given 
To  grieve  for,  got  —  the  bitter  gifl  of  life ! 
Fur  I,  that  did  in  sorrow  bear  thee,  moat 
Bo  sorrow  that  thou  mast  much  sorrow  bear. 
Yet  one  thing  ia  revealed,  which  comforts  me : 
Begot  in  Sorrow,  shalt  thou  Song  beget 
So  shall  thj  lather  scorn  thee  not,  as  mo 
He  acorns,  —  for  aongleas  sadness :  and  ao  God 
Shall  hear  thy  voice  among  the  morning  atars. 
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And  in  between  the  palms  of  Paradise, 
And  where  the  singing  of  those  Spirits  sounds 
To  whom  God  listens,  —  and  forget  thee  not. 
As  me  He  halh  forgotten.     Powers  shall  be 
Abont  thee,  cohorts  through  a  perilous  land. 
And  cloud  by  day,  and  Are  by  night .... 

Ha,  fiends  1 
Can  all  the  sworded  Seraphs  and  sentinel  Sslnts, 
That  stand  on  guard  by  this  baptismal  font, 
Hot  keep  those  plucking  fingers  from  Uieic  ptej  ^ 
Sod,  have  the  Black  Ones  got  thee  t     Tonch  him 


What  wild  wordfl 
Are  theses  and  wt  thou  mad,  Veronica  t 
Revere  these  solemn  precincts,  nor  insult 
God's  House,  thyself,  and  us. 


They  hold  him  not. 
Wings  hath  he,  like  a  dove's,  to  flee  away 
And  bo  at  rest.   God  gave  Iiim  those  dove's  wings. 
Ho  is  God's  gracions  bird,  that  sang  to  ns 
A  little  while,  before  the  morning  light 
Was  quenched  in  cloud.     But  he  is  fled  away. 
God  liidcs  him  safe. 


.,,  Google 


THE  FOOL   OP  TIME.  17; 

From  her  chaste  cells,  whose  incensed  mRsonry 
Is  dim  with  the  pure  brealJi  of  pious  thoughts, 
The  solemn  echo  that  inhabits  here. 
Unused  to  answer  sinful  cries ;  plucks  down 
The  heavenward  wings  of  holy  prayer ;  and  kills 
Tbo  startled  soul  of  sanctity. 

Hell's  power 
Shall  not  prev^l  against  this  sign.     Behold  1 
Satan,  I  charge  thee  by  the  Name  I  serve. 
Come  out  of  her !     Let  every  Christian  soul 
Pray  for  her  peace.    Woman  ....  yoH  do  forego 
The  reverence  owed  yourself,  \a  outrage  thus 
Our  sacred  office,  and  the  temple  of  Goct. 
Am^tema  Sathanas  !     Vade  retro  I 


s  (muliermg). 
Indecent  !  .  .  .  .  Scandalous  !  ,  .  .   ,  Intolerable  I 

She  hath  disgraced  us  all Where  's  Or- 

val  ?  ,  .  .  .  Shame ! 
Drag  her  away  !  .  .  .  .  What  devil  hath  got  into 

Can  no  one  shut  those  lips  ?  .  .  .  . 


Homember,  Muriel! 
Komember,  or  niy  curse  be  on  thee,  son! 
For  the  black  wings  are  buziing  after  us. 
If  the  black  tingers  catch  thee  hy  the  hair, 
I  know  where  they  wilt  drag  thee.     Higher  yet ! 
Fly  higher  yet !     Show  them  the  crown  God  girt 
About  thy  forehead.     How  I  prayed  for  that ! 
And  now  it  glitters  clear  ....  a  crown  of  stars. 
And  every  star  with  mystic  music  filled ! 
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Show  them  thy  crown,  O  Poet,  niid  they  will  crooch. 
And  ao  we  shall  escape  them.     Fly  !  fly  !  fly  1 
Farewell,  my  dove.     I  cannot  follow  thee. 
Thoa  ha£t  liueh  nimble  wingE,  thou  bird  of  God. 
And  Heaven  is  so  for  off.    All,  tuni  1  they  throng 
Faster  and  &3ter.     Save  me  I 


Look  to  her ! 
mica  falls  insetisidi 


Come  away 
Something  hath  happened  JQ  the 
Which  never  should  have  been. 


Than  our  departure.     Afl>er  you,  my  lord. 
Your  Excellency  first. 

Nay,  then,  iniieod. 
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I  hail  it  from  the  old  king  \  and  he  'b  a  jm 
Well,  friond,  jOn  may  be,  aflwr  all,  in  timt 
To  ent  your  breakfast  with  your  epicure. 


Where  is  she  ?     Whither  fleeted,  on  the  wind 
That   whips   me   through   this   withered   waste  1 

Where  am  I? 
Have  they  a  name  for  men  to  know  them  by, 
These  desert  sleeps,  ....  Calpc,  or  Caocasus, 
Atlas,  or  utmost  Thnlo's  mountain-lops 
Marked   on   no   mariner's   charts     One  thing  is 

That  i\ever,  even  in  dream,  I  trod,  before. 
The  dreadful  pavement  of  this  dizzy  path 
That  winds  I  know  not  where :  never  beheld 
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The  broken  mai^ent  of  that  savage  sea 
That  in  his  beache'd  basin,  for  bciow. 
Boils  iiliB  Hell's  caldron ;  nor  jon  lirid  peak 
Peering  and  disappearing  through  those  gaps 
Of  restless  clond,  tormented  by  the  wind. 
How  horribly  the  hnge  stone's  solid  bulk 
Seema  hovering  in  the  gust  aljove  my  head ! 
Fierce  as  Death's  altar,  wreathed  for  sacrifice 
With  snaky  shapes  that  round  it,  gaping,  twine. 
And  what  are  rt^?  Troopsof  pale,  ghostly  priests. 
Or  bnt  fantastic  vapors,  sweeping  round 
With   hooded  heads,  and  waving  arms?   whoso 

About  their  dismal  altar  floats  in  time 
To  ...  .  what  low  bumming  sound  of  surly  song 
Comes  from  the  abyss  to  cheer  them  ?    Am  I,  then. 
The  victim  these  are  waiting  ?  the  one  thing 
Yet  wanting  to  complete  their  ghnstly  rites  ? 
I  care  not.     I  must  on.     Here  is  do  rest. 
Already  have  I  crossed  the  groaning  tract 
Of  thunder,  that  with  dense  bine  drench  blots  all 
The  blighted  plain  out.     Far  beneath  me,  borna 
About  these  Mged  and  crooked  crags,  I  hear 
FMnt  noises  only,  as  ever  and  anon 
Between  black  sullen  sliores  of  gulfy  cloud 
There  runs,  and  breaks,  and  tails,  a  pallid  sea 
Of  momeuiary  fire.     Still  on !  sdll  on ! 
The  few  lean  firs,  and  solitary  pinea. 
That  struggled,  few  and  fewer,  as  on  I  passed, 
To  keep  pace  with  me,  all  have  fallen  away. 
I  have  outstript  them,  scarcely  heeding  how 
They  stopped  aghast,  dejected,  gazing  where 
They   dared   not   clamber.     Nature's   self  cried, 
"Halt! 
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o  farther  go  I "     Yet  gn  went  I, 


Where  art  thou? 


At  last 
Behold  the  snnimit  I     Further  pathivaj  none 
To  foot  of  man,  bcjond  the  utraoat  edge 
Of  this  sheer  precipice,  earth's  reached  end  vouch- 
Here  must  I  rest.     Here  where,  save  slormj  winds, 
Hone  ever  mounteil.     Leagues  below  me,  wheels 
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The  wild  sea  eagle  in  hii  Mghcst  flight. 
Higher  than  Babd's  builders  ever  built 
1  have  attained. 


I  wait  thee,  0  my  lover ! 


But  far  off 
Thon  art  already.     And  1  cannot  pass 
Where  pathway  none  can  be.     Nor  from  myself 
Spin,  spiderlike,  a  passage  througli  the  vast 
And  vacant  air  to  reach  thee,     I  have  elimbed 
The  sudden  sidewall  of  the  world.     Beyond 
la  nothing  hut  the  abyss. 


E  (nearer,  and  taiider). 

Where  are  tljy  wings  ? 


Already  dost  thou  float  me,  moeking  fiend  i 


Is  not  thy  soul  immortal,  infinite, 

As  Giy  desire,  whieh  on  a  single  thought 

Can  soar  beyond  the  battlements  of  spaee. 
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And,  swifter  than  the  speed  of  shooting  stars, 
Traverse  the  empyrean  t     Yet  dost  thou  cling, 
Fear's  captive,  to  some  few  bare  inehes  left 
Of  Eartli's  base  dust  ?     "What  I  art  ihoa  Earth's  i 


Why  dost  thou  shrinli?     Stopped  bya  little  sit 
Scared  by  a  passing  wind !     Ha,  doth  thy  flest 
Shiver,  thy  bones  ache,  in  the  buffijting  bhiat. 
Great  Spirit  ?  searcher  of  the  unBearchable, 
Climber  of  the  inaccessible  1     Dost  fear  ? 
Dost  fiUler  ^  tlion,  fiio  undaunted ! 


Insolent  vi 
I  falter  not.     Show  hut  thyself.     Appear 
In  any  fbrm  however  horrihie ! 
Take  substance,  and  confront   me  \     Leave 

In   the   loose   element  ....  come   forth  .  . 

approach. 
That  I  may  crush  thee!     Dare  mo  to  the  end 

And  if  I  quail  before  thee,  nevermore 
May  1  behold  the  beauty  I  would  embrace ! 
I  fear  tJicc  not. 


Liian  on  me.     Take  my  hand. 
And  it  shall  guide  thee. 
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Heaven  and  earth  1  ....  Fast,  fast, 
Tho  flowers  from  off  those  gloriona  tresses  fall, 
And  turn  themselves  to  venomous  crawling  things, 
With  bloated  poaches,  and  thick-speckled  skins. 
And  faags  that  flicker  on  tho  clammy  crag- ! 


llaslc,  0  my  lover,  haste !     I  wait  thee.     Come  I 


Great  God !  .  .  .  .  What  hideous  whirlwind  shak 

and  rends 
To  rags,  the  shuddering  splendor  of  that  robe '! 
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VOICE  {vxaling  awai/). 
Blind  1  blind  forevennore !     Eternal  dark ! 

TOICEB  op  EVIL  SPIRITS  {in  IM  v^iaimind). 
Away  DOW,  tliou  aadent  damnation  ! 

Thy  lask  is  aceoinplisht.     Farewell! 
Eetum  to  thtuo  old  habitation, 

And  nbidc  in  the  nethermost  Hell, 
Gone  is  the  robe  we  gave  (bee. 
Crumbled  <hj  crown  ; 
Never  a  pray  can  save  thee. 
Drop,  thongh  it  cannot  lave  thee, 

Into  Lethe  1     Down,  and  drown  ! 
And  thou,  dost  thon  shrink,  tJie  nnshrinking  ? 
Descend  !     Thou  hast  mounted  in  vain. 
For  each  mariner  shipwreckt,  and  sinking. 
There  is  room  in  the  infinite  main. 
Others,  ere  thon,  have  striven 

And  failed.     Not  Iirst 
Nor  last  art  thou,  to  whom  Heaven, 
Por  the  profit  of  Hell,  hath  ^ven 
The  pride  that  in  HeU  is  curst. 


My  God,  for  this  then  am  I  lost  —  that  I, 
Tho  oarth-bom,  have  nnoarthly  beauty  loved 
Better  than  all  earth  gave  me  ?  followed  thin. 
Trusted  in  this,  snfiered  for  this  !  for  this, 
Forsaking  all,  am  I  ibrsaken  now 
By  that  for  which  all  else  I  have  Ibrsaken  f 
Defrauded  by  I  know  not  what  Eilso  fiend 
Whose  form  ivas  like  an  angel's  fashioned  1 
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Stay! 
This  foDl  hath  yel  a  word  to  say. 
Lest  God  hear  him,  still  be  near  him ! 
We  are  wtttching  for  oiir  prey. 
The  soul  that  hath  wooed  her  is  blind 
As  the  Hell  thM  hath  won  our  wan  elf. 
The  wonder  was  he  of  mankind. 
Who  in  wonderment  worehipt  himself; 
And  still,  though  the  idol  be  worshipt  be 
Broken,  nnbrokenly  worships  he. 
Frat«  on !  we  hear  thee  exalting, 
Add  lolly  lo  folly,  and  sin 
To  sin,  proud  fool,  insulting 
The  Heaven  thou  couidet  not  win. 
Th^  Heaven  lay  near  thee,  and  round  thee. 
Thon  hadst  but  to  enter,  and  dwell 
Content  in  the  Paradise  found  thee, 
Aud  bartered  by  thee  for  Hell. 


Tor  this,  yon  unjust  skies?  for  this.  .  .  .  Vain! 

The  last  hour  locks  mo  round.     The  surcharged 

Spouts  blinding  storm.     The  wroth  sea  roars,  and 

Higher  and   higher,  as  though  the   dead  men's 

TVcre  heaving  underneath  it.     Rock  by  rock. 
The  ruined  laud  sinks  :  and  a  fervid  light. 
More  dismal  than  all  blackest  blackness,  bums 
Tiie  withering  ivorld'a  red  siirivellcd  edges  bare 
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Of  anght  save  that  strange  horror  which  begins 
Where  all  else  ends.  ,  It  rises  still,  that  aeo ! 
White  fire,  and  whirling  water,  and  hissing  wind, 
And  crackling  crag,  in  one  red  gulf  of  Holl 
Confonadcd,  and,  eonibunding  all  things  else ! 
Merciless  and  o'erwholming  elements, 
Man  never  was  j^ur  mastfir  I     Unseen  hands 
Are  liugging  me.     And  on  my  shoulder  h. 
The  dragging  fiend.     Help  I  help,  thon  F 
One! 

ETIL    BPIBIT9. 

Sons  of  the  Father  of  lies, 

Kejoiee  I  we  have  played  for,  and  won  him 
He  struggles,  and  groans,  and  cries  : 

Bnt  the  weight  of  onr  ftlsehood  is  on  him 
Bonnd  him  and  over  him 
Hover,  and  cover  him. 
Baffle,  hewildor,  and  drag  him  dowq  ! 
If  he  should  break  from  the  net  we  throw  for  hiir 
Still  shall  we  know  him  again  for  our  own. 
Our  mark  he  beareCh, 
Wherever  he  farelh ; 
We  have  bitten  it  deeper  than  ilesh  and  bone 
Teats  though  he  weep  on  it, 
Tears  shall  but  deepen  it, 
Tears  that  bewail  what  they  cannot  atone ! 
Time  shall  harden  it. 
Lest  God  pardon  it. 
When  we  retnm  for  him  so  shall  h-o  fini 
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The   stcife   is   futile.      My   brain  breaks. 

Lays  out  long  hHBi^s  upon  mc.     Ah,  at  last 
My  soul  sees  clear.     At  last,  and  jet  too  law 
Omnipotent  one,  must  it  be  ever  thus, 
And  ever  shall  thy  Foe  triumphaut  lie  1 


Peace,  wild  winds  and  stormy  waters  I 

Peace,  thou  troubled  soul,  to  (hee ! 
Pride  that  snares,  and  Sin  that  slaughters, 
Passion's  frenzied  sous  and  daughters, 
Pass,  and  set  this  sinner  free '. 

Holy  dew,  from  Heiven  alighted. 
Ere  in  childhood  Faith  began. 

Brighten  F^th  in  nmnhood  blighted  ! 

Holy  symbol,  signed  and  slighted. 

For  the  child's  sake,  save  tlio  man  1 

Turn  thee  to  the  ancient  places ! 

Holy  angels  undefiled 
Live  in  loring  hutnim  feces. 
Griefs  are  given  to  thee  for  gmces. 

And  for  guide  a  little  child. 

From  tho  grave  though  Lore  impeach  thei 

For  the  loveless  years  of  yore. 

From  the  cradle  Love  shidl  reach  thee 

Pardoning  hands  to  turn  and  le;ii-h  thee. 

Go  ill  peace,  and  sin  no  tuure. 
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(BVIIL— GoUjc  diamher  in  tkeCaalle  o/Orva!~ 


OBVAL  {enfcri'nj  hmriedl^,  foUiiwed  bi/  semanis). 
Where  is  your  mistress,  I  sa,j  % 


hsAy  Orval  has  b«tn  ill,  my  lord. 

Not  in  her  chamber !  where  is  she  ?     Speak. 

Oar  Lady  left  tho  Casllo  yesterday. 


Left  1  gone  1  where  ^  'edeath,  sirrah,  why  dost  thou 
answer  not^  Speak,  you  staring  fool !  Are  you 
all  dumb?  ZoDnds  !  do  you  know  mc?  Am  I  a 
man  to  be  mocked  by  mine  own  valets  i  Andrew  I 
Where  is  Andrew? 

SBRVANTS  (whispering). 
Ay,  Master   Andrew,  go   forward.     TeE   him 
thou.     We  dare  not. 


(I  would  I  were  a  titiker's  ass !  I  had  rather 
carry  tin  kettles  than  this  news.  O  Lord,  is  it  not 
the  very  day  our  poor  Lady  first  eame  W  the  Cas- 
tle? I  shall  never  get  it  off  my  heart.  It  lies  there 
as  lieai'y  as  lead.) 
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Andrew! 

ANDKEW. 

Ay,  my  lord. 
Come  liitlier,  Andrew. 
Ay,  my  lord. 
Nearer,  Andrew. 


So,  Andrew.  Art  thou  too  in  the  conspiracy  ? 
Where  is  tJiy  lady  ?  Devils  in  hell !  dost  Ihou 
hoar  luo,  fellow  t 


No,  my  lord,  ay,  my  lord. 
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Eoave,  tbou  shalt  smart  fur  this.     Where  is  mj 


Gone,  my  lotiX. 

Where  1 

Away,  my  lord. 

The  witch  catch  tJico !     Whither,  eirrali  'i 

To  the  Mad-House, 

{Etteunt  servants  hastily. 

OKVAl  {ajier  a  long  pause). 
Veronica!  Veronica!  ....  Eh?   ....  liarlc! 
Was  it  her  voice  thara  ?  ....  No  ...  .  Veronica  ! 
Gone  1  gone  ?  .  .  .  .   What  said  those  men  to  mo, 

just  now  t 
Impossible !  .  .  .   .  O,  she  bat  hides  herself. 
I  shonld  have    gnessed  that   sooner.     A   child's 

Poor  girl,  to  punish  me  for  my  long  absence. 
Ah,  bat  this  lasts  too  long.     Veronica ! 
Veronica !  .  .  .  .  Enough  1  enough !  .  .  .  ,  Forgive  1 
Foi^et  1  ....  I   do  implore  tliee,  love !  ....  No 
soimd. 
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And  snrelj  I  soarchecl  everywhere  ....  No  trace  i 
And  those  men's  fncos  ....  0  no,  no !  tny  God, 
Tliat  were  too  horrible  I 

Hilo  !  hilo  !  Wilhont ! 
Without !  ....  No  voice  ....  no  footstep  .... 

The  house  is  empty. 

And  the  woman  to  whom 
I  vowed  a  tiuthfnl  heart,  a  lifo  of  love, 
And  kiving  rare  ....  Duvil !  have  I  east  her,  lir- 

Inljj  (he  dwelling  of  the  damned  ?     It  was 
So  pure  a  thing,  so  innocent  and  glad  ! 
Perfectly  fair  and  good.  To  me  God  gave  her. 
What  have  I  done  with  her  ?     Where  is  she  now  ? 
Ha  !  ha  1  .  .  .  .  Who  laughed  then  ?  .  .  ,  .  was 

it  I  myself^ 
Mad?  ....  ia  it  I,  not  she,  that's  mad  7  .... 

Ah  no, 
I  dare  not  hope  tliat.     It  would  ho  loo  jnst. 
Therefore  too  merciftd.     I  em  reason  yet. 
And  reasonably  know  myself  a  wretch. 
There  is  no  blood  upon  these  hands  of  mine. 
Why  do  they  feel  so  like  a  murderer's  ? 
Thou  cursed  hand !    thon  bast  killed  the  innocent. 
Quick,  thon,  and  kill  the  guilty  ! 

[Draws  hii  dagger. 
Out,  thou  sharp 
Straightforward  juslirer  I 

Nay !  even  ihou 
Wouldst  be  too  lenient,     Tbeve  's  no  noint  o'  the 
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Tbou  ilost  BdminisCer  can  reach  and  striku 
Tlio  original  culprit.     Silly  lancet,  all 
Thy  simple  surgeoning  curea  nothing.     Here 
There  is  an  ulcer  which  thou  caost  not  probe. 


[He  sheathes  the  iagger. 
What  am  I,  then  t  In  Hull 
What  mtme  shall  devils  invent  for  one  more  ilamued 
Already  than  Hell's  devilishest ?  ....  And  she? 
Where  now  ia  laid  that  saintly  head  ?  What  cries 
f  )f  horror  and  of  infamy  bow  shame 
Those  modest  ears  ?     That  brow  so  calm  .... 

that  Up 
So  innocently  smiling  ,  .  .  .  changed,  O  Heaven  1 
Changed  ....  and  by  mo  ....  to  what  ?     Ah 

wretched  wife, 
Didst  thott  send  forth,  into  the  ivilderness 
Where  God  himself  was  lemptcil,  and  whore  all 
Save  he  have  perished,  thy  poor  simple  mind 
To  ^ek  me,  and  hast  lost  it  thus? 


Optirae!      Ojiti?«el     0  what  a  theme 
For  a  tremendous  poem!     What  a  rare 
Dramatic  genius  1     Bravo! 

Ah,  the  voiee 
Uf  Satan  still  I     Peace,  mocking  fiend, 

What,h 
My  horse  I  mj  pistols  '.  ho ! 

To  horse !  to  he 
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IsIX.  —  h  tke  house  0/  one  0/  the  O'val  Family. 


I  have  liceQ  10  the  fastle,  but  could  learn  no 
more  tliati  that  Orval  had  returned,  and  lell  it  sud- 
denly. I  am  off  to  tho  camp  this  evening.  Per- 
liaps  when  jou  see  hini  yon  will  oblige  me  by 
montioniiig  to  him  Che  trifling  service  I  have  been 
so  fortunate  aa  to  have  had  it  in  my  power  to  ren- 
der him.  I  make  a  point  of  neglecting  no  oppor- 
tunity to  help  those  who  can  help  me.  And  1  like 
to  show  respect  for  the  Head  of  our  House,  and  a, 
due  coneem  for  the  dignity  of  all  it 


You  remember  that  shocking  scene  in  the  church 
the  other  day,  —  and  all  that  has  happened  sioeo  ">. 
Well,  one  of  those  Asily  scribblers,  —  fellows  who 
live  in  garrets,  pelting  princely  names  with  onion 
peel,  —  contrived  to  get  hold  of  the  story, — wrote 
nnd  printed  it,  after  his  own  fashion,  —  not  omitting 
our  Cotisin's  name  even,  in  one  of  his  insolent 
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I  found  out  the  hole  where  this  vermin  burrowed. 
And  5ont  my  valet  to  cudgel  the  rascal.  The  cas- 
tigalion  was  a  sound  one. 


Of  course  not.  How  could  It  1  should  have 
been  delighted  Vi  have  had  the  honor  of  running 
any  gentleman  through  the  body  to  oblige  Orval. 
But  e,  fellow  with  no  name  —  except  on  a  title-page 
^  whose  father  nobody  linows,  and  whose  mother 
everybody  might  have  known.  —  A  poor  devil  who 
mu9t  have  pawned  his  shirt,  if  he  had  one,  for  the 
loss,  of  a  sword  to  cross  wirfi  mine  .... 


.,,  Google 


194  ORVAL:   OS, 

minlBter  —  and  hud  mj-  mim  lodged  m  jail  tlio 
same  evening,  where  he  is  safe  for  life.  And 
what  is  more,  I  flatter  myself  that  I  have  not  onij 
arrMged  tbis  little  prirate  matter  promptly  and 
saiiiifactorily,  but  also  that  it  has  enabled  me  to  be- 
come a  pnblic  benefactor.  For  the  rascal,  when  he 
was  arreal«d,  had  already  begun  the  publication  of 
twelve  volumes  of  periodical  blasphemy  and  sedi- 
tion, which  ho  entitled  a  Dictionary  of  the  Sciences 
(he  is  one  of  those  coofonndedly  popular  busybod- 
ies  who  profess  to  know  everything,  and  who  rEally 
know  nobody),  but  which  was  in  fact  nothing  less 
than  a  series  of  insidious  and  venomous  attacks  np- 
OD  BeligioQ  and  Aristocracy,  Church  and  Stale, 
and  everything  else  that  is  sacred.  1  feel  that  I 
haro  ejttingnished  a  volcano.  And  as  for  the  pub- 
lisher of  that  libel  .  ~ 

The  man  is  ruined. 


of  the  afiairs  of  our  Family. 


0,  that  is  your  man,  is  it  T  I  know  him  well 
—  his  books,  I  mean.  A  dangerons  dog.  For  he 
writes  wittily,  and,  it  must  be  confessed,  with  ex- 
treme beauty  of  style.  This  sort  of  writers  is  the 
most  dangerous  of  all.  Wit  and  elegance  should 
not  be  tolerated  except  in  the  well-bom.  Ministers 
make  a  huge  misi^e  in  dealing  with  the  press. 
They  prohibit  coarse  language,  vulgar  virulence, 
sheer  downright  stupid  abuse ;  all  of  wliich  are 
harmless  enough.  And  ihcy  tolerate  refiuement, 
grace,  wit,  good  taste;  which  are  damnably  dan- 
gerous.    I  look  upon  all  these  popular  penmen  as 
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so  many  tailors,  wh  se       p    p 
and  put  together  th   p  k 

pattern  of  their  re  ts      Th 

Chat  all  may  look         and         ean     p  e< 
the  contrary,   to     re  h    gn 

Yet  you  prohibit  be 

coarse  packthread  m  i 

Eueh  a  piece  of  w  h    ee 

ling.     And  yon  a  p 

fa^t,  and  the  fine  s  goes         ugh 

take.     Wit  is  the  na  ram 

carry  the  social  th   ai  m 

and  tack  the  frieze        h 
seam  between  thorn 


^E,  printers,  and  publish- 


Ho  use.  The  stream  of  time  is  troubled  to  the 
depth,  and  the  mud  must  come  to  the  surface 
somehow.  We  must  try  to  improve  the  people  by 
degrees ;  for,  I  doubt  we  cannot  chain  it  up  mucli 
longer,  and  the  cur  is  by  no  means  fit  to  go  loose. 
Fiddittr  dedicisse  .... 
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Improve  tlie  people !  Well,  I  saw  a  peasant 
broken  on  the  wheel  yesterday  for  stabbing  an  ab- 
bot— a  young  man  of  one  of  our  best  faraiiies  — 
who  bad   kindly  improved   the  cotidttion   of  the 


Humph  1  You  bare  acted  very  becotningly. 
Aud  I  will  tel!  Orval  if  I  see  him.  Anything 
more  1     It  is  time  for  my  bath  and  chocolate- 


Thanks.     I  will  a 


Detain  lae,  young  gentlen: 


Ten  thousand  pardons.  I  meant  to  aay  I  bias 
yoar  hand,  Uncle.  So  delighted  you  approve.  If 
you  will  kindly  tell  Orval,  Thanks.  My  coach 
is  at  the  door.  An  infinite  number  of  good  days 
to  you.  Uncle ! 


roR  {milh  a  bunch 
of  l^s,  Jbllowed  by  Orvai)^ 
No,  1  think  not,  Sir.     They  tell  mc  there  is  no 
hope  of  tlie  lady's  recovery.     Poor  thing !     I  am 
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grieved  thai  ray  husband  is  not  here.  It  woald 
have  given  him  tho  greatest  satisfaction  to  have 
the  honor  of  waiting  on  jour  worship.  He  could 
hitve  explained  to  yon,  better  than  I,  tho  nature  of 
this  malady.  Interesting  case.  My  husband,  Sir, 
has  been  very  snccessful  in  the  treatment  of  this 
kind  of  insanity.  He  has  given  much  study  to  the 
BubjBct.  Perhaps  von  have  read  bis  boolt  upon 
tlie  Brain  ?  'T  is  muuh  admired.  But  the  worst 
cases  —  cases  like  this,  I  fear,  are  quite  incurable. 
Quite.  This  wa.y,  if  you  please.  Sir.  You  won't 
mind  the  noise  ?  There  is  no  danger,  'T  is  oniy 
Howling  Tout.  A  violent  caee,  very.  But  we 
keep  him  chained.  The  lady,  poor  dear,  is  quiet 
enough.  Pray,  Sir,  observe  the  view  from  that 
window.  The  iiuest  ia  this  pact  of  the  country. 
Indeed,  we  are  very  healthily  situated.  But  the 
establishment  is  lat^,  Sir.  Large,  dear  me,  and 
costs  a  deal  \o  keep  up.  And  so  little  encour^e- 
ment!  One  year  we  accommodated  no  less  thait 
four  hundred  lunatics,  and  not  3  sixpence  from 
Government  Some  of  them  paupers,  too.  For 
the  Parish  obliges  ns  to  receive  them.  But  that 
sort  of  patients  seldom  lives  long.  Which  is  the 
Lord's  mercy.  To  be  sure,  one  makes  something, 
when  the  season  Is  good,  by  the  gardens  and 
orchards.  Our  pears  are  especially  successW. 
Some  of  our  patients  are  vastly  fond  of  gardening. 
Sir.  And  we  occupy  (hem  that  way.  Only  tho 
milder  sort,  of  conrse.  Bless  your  heart,  there  'a 
a  yonng  man  here  that  is  a  smart  hand  at  pcnnii^ 
wall-fruit.  Vet  fot  all  that,  he  will  swear  you  hy 
St.  Christopher  that  he  is  a  king's  bastard.  But 
there  's  no  liarin  in  him.    Pray,  Sir,  is  it  true  that 
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the  ladj's  husband  ran  away  in  the  night  nith 
another  gentleman's  lady'  Well,  I  dare  say,  if 
the  lady  had  been  married  as  long  as  I  —  and  that 
's  full  thirty  years ;  thirty  years,  Sit,  come  nest 
Lady-day — she  would  not  have  taken  it  so  might- 
ily to  heart.  In  truth,  she  looks  bnt  a  child.  This 
is  a  strange  world.  Is  it  not,  Sir?  The  gallery 
to  the  right,  if  you  please.  We  haTe  been  thin, 
very  Ihiti,  this  year.  But  perhaps  we  shall  do  bet. 
ter  by  and  bj.  Let  as  all  hope  for  the  best.  That 
's  what  I  say,  Sir.  And  the  T.ord  be  bountiful  to 
them  that  deserve  it.     Now,  Sir.     This  way. 

lExennL 


Leave  me  alone  with  her ! 
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You  have  chained  up  ygnr  God  1     You  have  c 


To  the  gallows,  to  the  block. 
With  every  old  gray  head  that  wears  a  crown ! 
Princes,  and  priests,  and  men  with  nohle  names, 
And  all  that 's  clad  in  purple,  and  wears  soil  ra 

All  they  whose  feet  go  dalicaiely,  all  they 
Whose  lips  are  fed  on  dainty  fare,  —  I  doom. 
The  time  is  come  lo  llbemte  mankind, 
And  by  me  only  must  the  blow  be  struck. 


Down  on  your  knees,  you  dojjs  !   Down  in  the  dust 
Before  your  lord  and  masler !     Lick  my  feet. 
Grovel  and  fawn  !     For,  by  the  grace  of  God, 
I  only,  I  myself,  and  none  but  I, 
Am  your  l^ilimalo  sovereign.    Cringe,  yon  curs ! 


The  red  stars  start  and  plunge.    The  skinny  moon 
Time  hatli  foi^ot  lo  feed  with  sallow  fire. 
And  she  is  dead ;  and  on  het  puckered  cheek 
Blue  plague-spots  sprout.    He  hath  arrived  at  last, 
Tho  long-haired  comet  with  a  hungry  eye. 
That,  shark-like,  swims  about  all  drowning  worlds. 
The  great  and  terrible  Judgment  Day  is  at  hand. 
Thou  that  art  in  the  city,  flee  away  I 


.,,  Google 


200  ORVAl;    OS, 

Tliou  that  art  in  the  monntain,  hide  thyreif  I 
And  woe  be  to  the  brcaste  that  do  give  suck! 
Time  is  condemned :  for  ho  hath  slain  his  sons, 
The  flecreis  of  all  hearts  shall  soon  be  known. 
Thou  sea,  give  np  Ihj  dead  ! 


Dost  thou  not  know  n 


Fidelity  to  thee  , 

Give  me  thy  hand,  love.     Let  us  fly  this  place. 


I  cannot.     All 's  ao  weary  here,     I  think 
My  heart  hath  got  into  my  head.     It  feels 
So  full  ....  and  0,  so  heavy !  and  I  am  weak; 
I  cannot  bear  the  weight  of  it. 


All 's  prepared.     One 
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And.  Buffered  much.     Thou  seest  how  weak  I  ai 

I  will  obey  thee,  lord.     But  I  ceed  time, 

I  am  slow  of  effort,  and  change  cvar  came 

To  me  unkindly,  dnd  was  hard  to  bear. 

Be  patient  with  me,  lord.     If  I  rest  here 

A  little  while,  I  think  that  presently 

I  shall  grow  worthy  of  thee. 


And  sent  a  sudden  Spirit  to  eomfoti  me, 

And  take  me  out  of  trouble,  and  teach  me  words 

That  can  make  worlds — wonderful  worlds  I  where- 

From  any  kind  of  tbis  world's  wretchedness, 
If  one  knows  how.     For  he  ia  full  of  eyes 
And  voices,  am)  his  breath  is  burning  lire. 
So  that  there  came  a  change ;  and  I  began 
To  see  those  bright  sncprising  things  which  God 
Sees,  unsurprised,  forever.     For,  when  first 
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Thon  hadst  left  me,  lord,  ard  I  was  all  alone, 
And  knew  that  I  must  stitl  be  all  alone 
Forevermore,  —  even   though  new  things  shonld 

To  flit  beeide  me,  speaking  with  feigned  tones, 
And  trying  all  they  can,  for  my  sad  sake. 
To  look  like  old  things,  —  then  I  prayed,  "  0  God, 
Grant  me,"  ....  I   prayed,  ....  "since   all 

things  else  are  gone. 
Never  to  come  again,  that  he  may  come 
Who  never  came  before,  —  the  Spirit  with  eyes 
And  voices  —  he,  that  on  his  lips  hath  soi^. 
And  vision  in  his  looks,  —  that  I  may  see. 
Though  I  have  lost  it,  what  life  ndght  have  been. 
Lest  even  in  Heaven  1  shonld  be  ignorant." 


For  her  sake,  not  for  ir 


And  this  God  granted  to  me.     For  my  prayer 
Was  strong.     And  on  the  third  sail  day,  dear  lord 
(Because,  I  think,  God  wisht  roe  worthier  thee). 
That  Spirit  came  :  and  then  the  wondrons  change: 
And  I  became  a  Poet. 


Scorn  me  not.     I  am  not  what  1  was. 
thou  not  praise  me,  Master '(    Ha  !  feel  here, 
it  beats  in  me,  all  this  brave  new  world 
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That  I  am  Queen  of!  how  ic  shakes  mc  .  .  .  . 

ftfll  .  .  .  , 
So  yearning  to  be  freed !     One  word  of  mins. 
One  little  word  can  loose,  or  lock  it  fast. 
'Tis  as  I  will.     Shall  I  not  show  it  thee? 
Wilt  thon  not  see  how  beautiful  ic  is  ? 
Ci)iildst  thou  have  maiie  it  fairer,  lord  ?     Say  no ! 
Breathe  tiot  loo  hard.     Such  things  are  slight. 


A  breath  dissolves  them,  as  a  breath  liegets. 

But  be  quite  quiet,  as  it  is  good  to  be 

When  the  long,  loud,  and  heavy  daylight  leaves 

Sore  labor  loosed,  and  the  tired  sense  is  soothed. 

And  ready  to  receive  in  thankful  peace, 

As  beat  behooves,  what  comes;  —  first,  a  light  wind. 

So  tight,  that  all  along  a  eleep;  land, 

Laden  with  summer,  it  can  make  do  sound 

Where  it  winds  softly,  as  a  harmless  snake, 

Unhoased  by  some  wise  Indian's  charming  pipe. 

Through  little  hamlets  husht,  and  old  warm  woods. 

Solemn  at  snoset,  till,  to  prove  its  power. 

With  laughter  low  it  Hils  the  loose  rose-leaves 

And  lays  them  on  the  grass  where  lovers  sit 

LoQoly  as  thou  and  I;  and  thon,  a  star 

Silent  and  sudden,  stol'n  there,  who  knows  how  f 

In  heaven  just  wbere  the  waning  amhcr  flame 

Of  the  faint  west  burns  to  a  clear  cold  green. 

So  softly,  and  so  silently,  my  world 

Out  of  my  heart  grows,  as  a  summer  night 

Grows  out  of  heaven.     Only  be  very  still, 

Only  lean  back  with  half-shut  eyes,  and  lips 

Half  open,  acquiescent  as  they  are 

Whose  hearts  are  happy  ;  and  thou  too  wilt  feel 

Its  presence,  as  a  summer  night  is  felt 
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Ralhcr  than  seen.     Is  it  not  fnir  enoagh 
For  chfe  to  dwell  in.  also?     MiiiSter,  say. 
Thou  nilt  rot  leave  me  all  alone  again 
Thosa  wretched  days,  and  long  unrestful  nights  ? 


Never!  nor  niglit  nor  day.     So  help  me  Heaven! 
Poor  innocent  fawn  that  by  the  hBedless  hand 
That  should  have  fed  thee  hast  been  stricken  down  1 


Nay,  am  I  not  thine  equal  1     I  know  all. 
Why  should  I  fear  thee !     Sit  upon  the  ground 
Beside  me,  and  look  up,  and  listen.     Thine  eyes 
Are  bright ;  bnt  not  so  stJirrj  bright  b£  those 
Of  other  ereatares  fur,  and  strong,  and  strange. 
That  nightly  come  —  from  fiir  —  to  hear  me  sing, 
Croaching  at  my  cold  feet ;  treatuces  bom  wild, 
Bat  tamed  by  songs  that  lare  them  from  their 

Where   moantain   springs   are    loosed,  or  lower 

down. 
Moss-masoned  haunts  where  hermit  violets  hide ; 
Or  grottos  gray,  under  dim  ancient  gulfs 
Of  drowsy  seas,  where  water-gods  grow  old 
And  placid,  propt  on  quiet  coral  beds. 
Blush-colored  by  the  sea-maids ;  or  far,  tar 
Beyond  the  Eempiternal  frosle,  in  caves 
That  glitter  with  witfb  fires  to  welcome  home. 
Ere  the  short  northern  night  be  spent,  some  wan 
Sea-fairy,  coming  in  her  flying-coat 
Of  while  swan-feathers.     Others,  with  long  hair 
And  lustrous  serpent  limbs,  that  love  to  lie 
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Low  among  yellow  maize  in  a  hot  land, 
Long  sallow  summer  noons ;  and  some  that  leave 
Their  wandering  camps  on  thunder-paven  clouds, 
To  listen  ....  as  thou  liscencst  now.  Nay,  wsit  I 
{She  nngs. 
What  shall  the  Spirits  that  serve  me  bring  to  thee ! 

Wilt  thou  the  light  of  the  loadstar,  lord  ? 
Or  pluok^out  eyes  of  tie  Pleiads  t  My  King,  to  thee 

Pliaroah's  chariot,  and  crown,  and  sword, 
Shall  they  fetch  from  the  deep  ?     Or  fling  to  thee, 
Kobbing  Orion,  his  burning  band  ? 

Tliey  can  dive,  and  soar,  aud  run, 
Serving  me  ever  by  sea  and  land : 
Because  my  song  is  a  mighty  one. 
What  shall  we  bring  to  thee  f 
What  shall  we  sing  to  thee  ? 
Master,  praise  ns,  and  prize  our  worth. 
Listen  I  we  cling  10  thee 
Sin^ng,  and  sing  to  thee 
Songs  of  sorrow,  and  songs  of  mirth ; 
Songs  of  the  winds  and  waves, 
Flagnes,ii[Dines,nndearthquakcs,  and  wars'. 
Ditties  of  death  and  of  birth ; 

Litanies  learned  from  the  graves  ; 

Lullabies  sung  by  the  stars 

To  the  dead  that  sleep  under  the  earth. 
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Behold, 
The  daja  of  endurance  are  o'er ! 
With  iDiae  own  ciglil  hand  have  T  slain 
Seven  kings :  and  their  crowns  were  of  g 
And  their  robes  were  red  with  the  stain 
Of  a  trampled  people's  gore. 
And  a  hundred  Priests,  as  tlie;  snng 
High  mass  at  the  lighted  altar, 
I  caught  bj  the  throat,  and  hung 
Tht^r  heads  in  a  hempen  halter. 
But  there  reswth  a  too-many-Hiore. 


Woe  to  ye  !  woe  1  for  the  enn 
II  about  to  be  snnft  out : 
And  the  spent  stars,  one  by  oae, 
Shall  sink,  and  leave  never  a  spark  : 
And  the  wtirld  shall  wander  about 
In  the  dark,  like  a  day  that  is  done. 
And  lose  its  way  in  the  dark. 


t  already !     I'itiy  singe 
ouie  mad  miserable  wretch 
[s  dirge  of  all  that's  dying  hi 
In  my  life's  utter  failure  I 


Sijb  no  more. 

Why  wilt  thou  sadden  me?     Thine  eyea  are  wet: 
Thy  eheek  is  wan.  Canst  thou,  too,  grieve  ?  Smile, 
Orval ! 
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The  Priest,  wilt,  lioly  water  at  the  font, 
Baptized  him  Muriel.     But  I,  with  tears 
Poured  from  the  wells  of  a  most  perfect  w 
Baptized  him  Poet. 


God,  my  punishment 
Is  just.     But  it  is  more  llian  I  can  bear. 


Art  thou  not  satiatied,  great  Master^ 


Mortiful  Heavens  I 
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Bat  Btoop ',,...  Lean  down  thine  eir  ....  dose 

....  closer  ....  so, 
For  't  is  a  ffcacful  tiling. 

Now,  I  must  Ifill  thee 
How  it  will  be,  if  oyer  God  goes  mad. 
There 's  not  a  worm  iliat  crawls  al>ont  this  earth 
But  suddenly  't  will  cry  out,  "  /  am  God  "  I 
Mark  this  ....  and,  soon  as  it  hath  cried  out 

thus, 
Proclaiming  its  divinity,  'twill  die 
Dismally,  rot,  and  putrefy,  and  breed 
From  the  foul  duat  of  its  dead  wretchedness 
Wretcheder  reptiles  still.     The  sun  and  moon. 
And  all  the  stars  of  heaven,  that  stand  so  fast. 
Will  stagger,  feeling  God's  hand  loosed,  and  fall 
Upon  each  other,  and  all  together,  dasht 
Into  eternal  darkness,  disappear. 
Then  Jesus  Christ,  that  loves  us,  will  no  more 
Have  power  to  save  us :  God  himself,  in  whom 
He  trusted,  as  we  trusted  him,  being  lost. 
la  both  hands  will  He  litt  up  his  great  Cross, 
And,  as  a  woodman  to  the  water  drags 
Wearily  a  felled  tree,  and  casts  it  in. 
And  lets  the  torrent  take  and  whirl  it  away 
From  where  it  grew,  i'  the  old  time,  when  birds 
Came  in  fiT)m  heaven  to  house  among  its  leaves. 
Safe  from  the  dark,  —  and,  safe  from   nooatide 

The  little  children  slept  beneath  its  lioughs. 
From  age  to  age,  —  so  shall  He  cast  ibst  Cross 
Into  the  torrent  of  departing  time; 
And  there  shall  it  be  shattered,  and  men's  lives 
All  littered  with  sad  ruins  of  what  it  was. 
Tell  no  man  this. 


.,,  Google 


TEE  FOOL    OF    TIME. 


lie  hath  fiown  away.     I  know  it.     (Sod  gave  him 

wings. 
He  is  gone  to  wauder  the  wide  universe, 
The  winds  know  where :  but  thej-  will  never  tell, 
For  no  man  undersiaads  what  the  winds  say. 
He  hatb  far  to  go.     And  when  he  comes  again 
He  will  have  ga^ied  on  all  thmgs  that  God  made 
Glorious,  and  terrible,  and  beautiful ; 
And  lokons  of  them  shall  he  bring  with  him. 
Lest  men  should  doubt  him.  When  he  comes  agitin, 
Then  wilt  thou  love  him,  Orval,  for  the  sake 
Of  his  bright  spoils. 


Woman !  .  .  .  .  Mj  heart  is  broken. 
Ah,  God !  that  change  l  .   .   .   . 

Veronica !  .  ,  ,  .  Thou  ailest  'i 


Tes.     They  have  hung  up  somewhere  in  my  head 
A  bnming  lamp.     And  ever  that  lamp  swings 
Backwards  and  forwards.     And  it  hurts  me,  lord. 
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Woo! 
To  MuHiEL  THE  PoEt  1     For  his  days 
Are  nnmbered.     Woe  to  Muriel  i  woe !  woe ! 
The  Dark  Ones  have  him. 


Holloa!     Help!  help  I  help! 

doctor's  wife  {enteriag  luilh  other  woiaai,  and  in 

great  agitation]. 
A  blister  1  ■  ,  .  .  Quick  I  .  .  .  .  IFetdi  mnetard  to 

the  feet ! 
Run  to  the  Apothecary!     Bustle,  wench  I 
A  bliEtsri  ....  I  must  look  to  the  ladj  here. 
Ah,  sir,  't  is  you  have  been  the  cause  of  this. 
0  dear  I  0  dear!     What  loili  my  husband  say^ 
How  could  I  help  it,  if  he  forced  me  out  t 
Quick,  you  there,  to  the  storeroom ! 


My  hnshand! 

Lord  ha'  mercy,  what  is  this  % 
Are  you  the  lady's  husband  after  all? 
I  'm  sure  I  heg  your  worship's  pardon.     Wencf 
Dip  me  that  sponge  in  vin^ar.     Make  haste ! 
Well,  this  is  wooderfttl ! 
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How  iillerJj,  miserably  lost  I  am, 
If  I  lose  you,  lo^'e  !   I  have  sinned  I  I  have  sinned ! 
I  dare  not  die.     There  must  be  years  of  pain 
Ere  I  can  hope  to  win  a  grave  near  thine. 


Alas,  that  swollen  throat,  and  reddening  brow  .... 
Pity,  dread  Power  !  lift  np  thy  heavy  hand  1 


Sir,  she  will  burst  a  blood-vessel.     Pray,  sir, 
Help  me  to  cut  this  corset.     Slie  niust  choke. 
Aknife!  a  knife,  wench!     Anything  that's  ne 
What  will  my  husband  say  to  this  1 


This  spasm  must  pass.     There  ....  I  have  cut  it 

Her  breast  is  bare  ....  She  breathes,    Veronica  1 
She  hears  me   not.      Por  God's   sake,   Madam, 

Such  things  must  happen  oflen  in  such  a  place  — 
And  you  are  used  to  them  —  you  are  not  afraid 
Thatshcwilldio?  — Loolt at  her— TeU  me  — surely 
Nothing's  to  feaj? 
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THE  DOCTOR  (who  iias  erdeted  vndisemed  while  Orval 
was  speaking]. 

No,  sir.     Hor  jel  to  hope. 
Sir,  yon  may  drop  that  da^er.   There  'a  no  breiith 
Lefc  in  that  bosom.     Upon  those  lips  no  pain 
Where  the  last  life-blood  trickles.    She  sleeps  well. 
Nothing  will  wake  her  now.     Cover  the  corpse. 
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THIRD  EPOCH. 
FATHER  AND  SON. 

ScEtIK  I.— SHiwet.    Inlerior  ofaQothic  Ciapel, 
porch  in  the  tiackgroani  are  seen  a  gariea  or 

tBm6i,/alt  IB  Fiiamatic  colara  on  thi  face  m 
of  (*fl  cAiW,  Maritl,  iche  is  kneeliag.    Orml 

fljgg^lRAY,  Muriel,  pray,  raj  son,  for 
M^^S    Of  thy  dead  mother's  soul. 


That  is  no  part, 
Boy,  of  th J  prayer.     Then  haat  changed  the  worda 

of  it.  ■ 
Think,  child,  again.     Pray  for  thy  mother's  Bon!. 
This  is  tho  day,  and  this  the  hour,  she  died, 
Ten  years  ago.      Pray  for  her  soul's  peaee. 
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Hail 
Veronica  !      Mater  Eegina,  hail  1 
Thou  movest  among  the  holj  angels  of  God, 
Aa  the  moon  nioveth  through  the  stars  of  heaven : 
And  from  their  fbliled  wings  the  angels  plnck 
Pure  purple  plumes,  and  strew  them  at  thj  feet ; 
And  over  these  thon  walkest,  clad  in  mild 
And  melancholy  splendor,  as  the  moon 
Walks  o'er  the  purple  wavelets  of  the  sea. 

Boy,  boy  !  what  is  this  talk  ? 

The  words  pierce  through  me. 


How 

,  therefore,  sbouldst  thou  love  Iier  i 

I  see 

mj  Mother  often. 

Deeply,  Father. 

OEVAL  {slartiTig). 

Where? 

DriB 
Fori 

ms  ?     Everywhere  I  see  her. 
nstance,  when 

In  dreams. 
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When  ....  Boj,  what  Eaj'sl  thou  t 

rather. 
How  pale  she  is  !  but  0  how  beautiful  I 

OETAL  (troaUed). 
Doth  she  speak  ever  ? 

Ay,  last  night  .... 

Last  night  i 


Methought  I  saw  her  down  the  darkness  floating, 
Vested  in  white,  wan  as  a  star-beam  veiled 
In  wandering  mist.     And  ever  as  she  flew 
This  song  she  sang,  which  in  tnj  soul  still  sounds. 


The  words,  Muriel?  the  words? 
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From  off  the  imtiiemorial  palms 

Whose  murmur  thrills,  from  dawn  to  even. 
The  golden  Paradisal  calms 

With  music  only  heard  in  Heaven, 
I  strip  the  balmy  branches  down, 

To  build  a  plftce  of  dreams  and  shadows. 
Where  thou  majat  sleep,  more  soft  and  deep, 

Than  dews  in  leaves  and  grasses,  grown 
To  seed,  in  windiess  meadows. 

I  glide  among  ihe  gloriona  throngs 

Of  choral  seraphs,  weaning 
Away,  for  thee,  from  out  their  songs 

The  music's  midmost  meaning. 
From  wells  of  wonder,  deptJis  of  dream, 

For  thee,  my  child,  I  gather 
Sweet  sounds,  and  sights,  and  dim  delights; 

That  thou  mayst  speak  with  power,  and  seem 
A  prophet  to  thy  father. 

There,  Father !  There 's  no  word  I  have  forgotten. 
Only  the  tune  was  something  otherwise. 
But  all  day  long  I  hear  So  many,  and  then 
The  echoes  of  them  grow  confused.     For  all 
Passes,  so  swift !  so  swift ! 


Veronica, 
Merciless  Pythoness,  whose  spirit,  fed  fierce 
From  troubled  Memory's  sad  prophetic  springs, 
Still  shrieks  for  sacrifice !     Wilt  ihou  destroy 
Even  thine  own  child  1     Is  not  my  cup  of  doom 
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Filled  to  tbe  bitter  brim  ?     MnBt  my  son  paj- 
Tby  vengeance  for  his  father's  crime  t     And  I 
Dig  out  mj  heart  to  hold  another  grave  ? 
Is  thy  revenge,  wronged  one,  notsalfid  yet? 
RevengB?     What  am  I  raving  ?     Is  not  she 
At  rest,  in  Heaven  ?  These  are  tbe  common  cheats 
Of  childhood's  easily  self-deceiving  brain, 
Whose  uncorrected  cnstom  is  to  clothe 
With  mimic  im^ery  onr  own  erode  troops 
Of  bodily  feelings,  till  they  front  the  eye 
Garbed  in  a  borrowed  life,  and  seem  to  ba 
The  individual  external  shapes 
Of  things  not  shaped  witliin  us. 


Where,  child,  dost  thon  hear  the  vi 


Singing,  Father.     Listen ! 

[Sings. 
Gifts  I  bring  to  tiiee,  many  in  one. 
Spirit  of  Muriel,  soul  of  my  son  I 
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Gifts  from  the  Powers  tliat  dwell  on  the  height; 

Gifts  from  the  Powers  that  dwell  in  the  deep : 
Magic  of  music  and  ranxvellous  light; 

Magic  of  marvellotu  dream  and  sleep  1 
Mnch  shall  ijo  taken  ;  but  much  is  given  ; 
When  the  shade  is  on  earth,  and  the  star  is  in  heaven. 
I'rora  the  depths  of  the  love  of  a  mother 

In  thy  soul  have  I  poured,  I  am  pouring, 
Sucb  a  light  as  shall  last  when  all  other 

Is  perisht,  and  earth  is  deploring 
That  her  darkest  night,  ere  his  day  be  done. 
Should  dwell  in  the  eyes  of  her  brightest  son. 
And  the  name  of  the  gifts  that  I  give  thee 

Is  Beauty  :  that  never  is  past. 
For  if  Beauty  hut  love  and  not  leave  thee. 

Thy  father  shall  love  thee  at  last. 
And  thine  Byes  shall  be  shut;  but  thy  spirit  shall  see: 
And  I  pass ;  but  I  pass  not  away  bota  thee. 

ORVAL  {musmghj). 

Is  it  possible 
That  the  last  word  upon  a  dying  lip, 
The  last  thought  of  a  parting  soul,  should  be 
The  thought  and  word  of  all  eternity  ? 
0  horrible  1  ....  if,  after  all,  among 
The  blessed  souls  in  Heaven  (for,  surely,  she 
Is  with  them)  there  bo  spirits  who  are  .  .  .  .  mad ! 


's  voire  grows  faint.     I  lose  it.  Father, 
le  light  that's  going  from  the  graves. 
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Dreadful  Corrector  of  innn's  pride  !  hast  ^hoa 
Predesiioed,  then,  the  child  of  my  laet  hopes 
To  a  life  of  madness,  — an  nntjmelj  grave? 
Mercy !     O  from  thy  feeble  creatare,  doomed 
To  breast  a  bruising  world,  talie  not  away 
Thy  guiding  gift  of  Keaaon  !     Architect 
Of  this  inimitable  monutnetit 
(Not  boilt  by  hands,  nor  reparable  here) 
To  the  most  sorrowful  memory  of  a  soul 
That  sleeps,  I  trust,  in  sempiternal  peace, 
Shatter  not  what  thyself  hast  made  so  fair ! 
Behold  bow  desolate  am  1 1  who  gaze 
Around  my  life  as,  round  a  wasted  laud, 
A  watchman  gazes,  from  a  ruined  tower  : 
An  eminence  above  a  solitude ! 
Pity  my  child,  and  pluck  him  from  the  clatch 
Of  those  infernal  persecutors  all 
That  persecnte  me  still.     To  tno  Thou  hast  given 
Strength  to  support  the  hurdeit  and  the  straon 
Of  fierce,  intolerable  thought.     But  him? 
A  single  thought,  intense  as  those  that  born 
Nigbtty  and  daily  here,  might  scorch  and  snap 
The  slender  thrMd  of  his  moat  delicate  life. 
God  !  God  1     For  ten  long  weary  wastes  of  years, 
Neither  by  day,  nor  yet  by  night,  liave  I 
Known  rest.     And  men  have  onvicii  me  my  lot  1 
And  in  the  clumsy  catalogue,  this  blind, 
Ill-judging  world  compiles  for  ignorant  Fame, 
I  have  been  numbered  with  the  fortunate ! 
There  is  no  human  heart  that  knows  what  pains, 
What  torments  from  within  and  from  witiiout. 
What  foarful  memories,  what  foreboded  ills. 
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Thou  hast  imposed   on  mino.     God,   thou  haat 

spared 
My  reason,  but  to  etone  hast  stricken  my  heart. 
Tor  I  have  gazed  in  the  Gorgonian  eyes 
Of  tJiat  most  Beauteous  Horror ;  and  henceforth 
The  heart  is  iee,  the  imagination  fire. 
Father  of  Love,  grant  me  lo  love  my  child  1 
Creator,  spare  thy  creature  ! 

Rise,  boy.     Sign 
The  cross,  and  come.     Peace  to  thy  mother's  soul  I 


Trust  me,  my  lord  !     I  never  am  deceive 
When  I  speak  positively,  I  hare  groniids 
For  what  I  say.     And  I  repeat,  —  the  tii 
Approaches,  when  we  shall  emancipate 
Women  and  negroes. 


Ah,  .  .  , 


ffi  of  Humanity  is  about 
To  assume  new  features.     All  that  we  behold 
Implies  amelioration,  the  approach 
Of  a  more  perfect  social  epoch.     Yes, 
Society  must  regenerate  itself 
By  the  elimination  of  decrepit  forms. 
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Ton  think  so  ? 

OEVAL. 

We  all  inhabit,  in  il 
The  central  light .  . 

Surely,  even  as  this  oM  globe 
a  progress  round 

Yonder? 

See  jou  that  rotten  tree 

Where 

There. 

How  can  I  tell  ?     One  .  . 


And  yet, 
Althongh  the  roots  be  rotten,  the  trunk  touchwood, 
Tit  only  for  the  tiro,  —  joung  leaves  aru  budding 
Upou  the  withered  branch.     Do  jou  mark  it  ? 
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What  does  that  signify  ? 


Nay,  sir,  I  know  ni 
Save  that  the  tKe  must  fall,  and  be  redaced 
To  powder,  which  the  winds  of  heaven  will  gixin 
Sweep  from  the  surface  of  the  earth. 


I  ?  on  the  contrary.     I  was  but  seeking 
An  imi^e  of  this  age  :  an  illustration 
Of  you,  sir,  and  your  theories. 


To  flshca  1  have  burned  the  wealtli  of  lime 
Upon  the  greedy  al(a.r  of  fiill-crammed, 
Unsatisfied  Experience  ;  that  grim  god 
That  hatb  a  hundred  hands  to  snatch  and  sel; 
And  in  them  all  nothing  to  give.     All  kinds 
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Of  knowledge  and  of  paseion  I  have  ease 

Into  the  ever-h angering  firo  of  one 

Intense  necessity  to  feel.     All  doubts 

I  have  inteiTogaCed,  all  desires  dislodged 

From  sullen  sluoiber  in  their  savage  Idrs, 

And  hnaled  hotly  to  the  death ;  all  hearts 

I  have  ransacked :  and  in  mine  own  1  find 

Only  the  grave's  great  nothingness.     My  will 

Can  wake  in  others  every  sentiment. 

Every  emotion;  but  within  myself 

(Whose  soul  dwells  dark  in  vast  vacuity) 

There  is  not  either  hope,  or  fear,  or  fiiith, 

Or  love.     I  walk  through  life,  as  through  a  des- 

Oneo  thronged  with  cities,  temples,  palaces. 
Places  of  sin  and  pleasure  for  proud  kings. 
Whose  pride  God  punisht,  pulling  down  their  tow- 

Makltig  their  places  empty,  and  their  land 

A  nameless  solitude.     I  seem  to  sec 

(Since    nothing    breaks    the    boundless    prospect 

All  round  my  barren  path)  ....  to  see  far  off. 

Beforehand,  and  so,  unsurprised,  encounter 

The  coming  of  all  possible  events. 

I  have  no  fear,  and  no  desire  have  I, 

Ti>at  's  not  already  old,  and  quite  worn  out. 

I  know  that  blindness  on  my  son  mast  fall. 

I  know  the  irreparably  rotten  frame 

And  structure  of  this  old  society 

Wherein  I  live,  whereof  I  am  a  part, 

Must  fall  to  pieces.     All  these  things  I  know. 

And,  knowing  them,  suffer  — even  as  God  rejoices — • 

In  myself  only,  for  myself  alone ! 
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BL  (possiiij  in  the  air  atooe). 

)j3vo  Ih  J  neighbor  I  love  thy  neighbor 

As  thou  loveel  diyself  I     Tor  othem, 
Hoi  tlline  own  self  only,  labor, 

Live,  and  sufier.     Help  tbj  brolhers: 
Heal  the  hurt;  and  bind  the  broken. 
So  shall  pain  to  thee  be  token 

Of  the  pardoning  power  of  what 
Pain,  for  others  borne,  mukee  ever 
Moat  divine  in  man's  endeavor 

To  reach  God. 


What  voice  was  that  ? 
Unhajipy  child !     Doomed,  for  a  father's  fault 
By  a  mad  mother's  wrongs,  to  darkened  days. — 
An  endless  incompleteness  I  a  half-life 
Made  up  of  glorious  fiiilures !  a  flawed  star 
filled  vrith  a  beauteous  sadness  of  eclipse! 
Faint  shadow  of  a  fleeting  angel,  forced 
To  follow  through  a  rough  and  tliomy  world 
Feebly,  the  far,  &r  off  celestial  flight 
Of  that  winged  glory,  whose  bright  parentage 
Its  Eubstaoceless  and  scattered  radiance  owns 
Vainly,  —  earth's  weary  traveller  still,  and  still 
Heaven's  fagitive  outcast!     Most  unliappy  child! 
Most  miserable  father! 

No  escape 
From  the  revetigeful  furies  !  no  surcease 
Of  everlasting  punishment  I  no  rest 
Anywhere  fbund ! 

What  is  yon  mighty  eagle 
That  rises  yonder  from  the  black  ravine 
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Above  the  monumcnlal  mi 
With  sudden  sunlight  on  1 
Like  Glorj  from  a  tomb  ? 


Ilail,  Orval!     Hail! 


He  spreads  his  flight  toward  me.     And  the  loud. 
Harsh-son  nding  beat  of  his  enormous  vans 
Is  like  tlie  hiss  and  rush  of  iron  slioc 
Hiiard  through  tiie  smoke  of  battle. 


With  the  sword 
Of  thy  forefathers,  Orval,  shalt  thou  all 
Their  ancient  glory  and  power  reconquer.     H^l ! 


His  drcling  flight  a  windy  whirlpool  makes 
And  wavering  darkness  on  the  dismal  air 
AIkjvo  my  head.     Round  and  around  he  wheels 
On  iron  wing.     Mj  dizzy  brain,  too,  whirls 
Kuund  and  around.     Fast,  fester !  on  the  wind 
My  hair  is  danced  ....  my  pulse  beats  .... 

faster !  fester ! 
His  keen  eye  glittera  on  me,  hard  and  cold, 
A   ihi.  sharp  shining  of  an  unsheathed  glaive. 
It   ;  ieri.es  through  my  brow,   and   through   my 

It    pier  ca  Ha!    at  last  ....  I  compre- 
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Be  hold,  and  eniel.     Nothing  ffear, 

nothing  yield.     To  none  give  way. 
CrimEon«d  ail  be  thy  rareer 

With  the  blood  of  traniplfd  ptey. 
Strong  of  will,  and  hnrd  of  hand, 
Vanqniah  foes,  and  friends  command  : 
O'er  men's  lives  thy  purpose  spread ; 
Paven  be  thy  path  with  power, 
Piete  of  perishable  clay  I 
Soon  man's  longest  day  is  sped  ; 
Soon  the  living  are  the  dead : 

Make  immortal  life's  brief  honr. 
Be  a  god  :  create,  dGatroy, 

Suhject  all  things  to  thy  swayl 

Life  is  power,  and  power  is  joy. 

Though  it  be  but  for  a  day. 

[Tie  Eagle  diiappcari  into  a  cl 


1  thank  thee  well,  bird  of  ihe  boundless  air. 
Lord  of  the  summits,  rider  of  the  storm  ! 
Eail  to  thee  from  these  heaven-insulting  hills 
Whoso  hare  and  blasted  pinnacles  have  been 
Sole  witnesses  of  our  wild  colloquy  I 
Whate'cr  thou  art  —  trae  messenger,  or  false  - 
Prophet  or  tempter  —  boding  harbinger 
Of  evil,  or  high  angnry  of  good. 
Hail  to  thee,'  Glory's  solitary  herald  I 
And,  O  thon  mighty  Genins  of  the  Past, 
Hear  in  j  heart's  invocation  1     If  from  earth 
Thou  beest,  with  the  departed  ages,  gone 
Into  the  bosom  of  invisible  (iod, 
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Tec  come  tbou  back !  come  to  my  call !  retarn, 
Inspii'e  my  sonl  with  thy  strong,  solemn  breath. 
Prompt  mf  heart,  guide  my  dedicatcil  hand, 
And  fashion  into  formidable  deeds 
The  fiery  thoughts  that  in  me  rise ! 

l)ie,  reptile ! 
Natarc  thy  lost  life  lacks  not.     The  eyed  air 
Sees  not^ — earth  hears  not  —  and  the  winds  of 

heaven 
Take  hence  no  record  of  the  fugitive  pang 
Of  thy  minute  extinction.     In  the  abyss 
Of  imminent  confuBcd  calamity 
Which  I  behold,  beginning,  at  mj  feet. 
To  gape  for  men,  thousands  —  like  thee  —  shall 

Leaving  behind  them  neither  name,  nor  fame. 
Nor  glory,  nor  ragrct.     Not  one  of  those 
BecklcBB  innumemble  clouds,  that  roll 
Through  heaTen's  romorseiess  emptiness,  will  pause 
To  weep  celestial  drops  of  pity  down 
On  hosts  of  earth's  aanoticeable  sons 
Whom  time  is  lo  oblivion  hastening  now. 
And  I  myself  1  ....  Before  me  dim,  and  drear. 
And  lurid,  —  hewn  through  the  time-hardened  muss 
Of  mortal  misery,  —  I  begin  to  see. 
As  by  the  light  of  battle-fires,  my  own 
Predestined  pathway  to  a  bloody  grave, 

0  thou  blue  heaven,  that  girdlest  in  cold  peace 
This  groaning  earth !     Behold,  her  weary  womb 
Travails,  tormented  with  the  endless  birth 
Of  endless  woes  ;  yet  is  thine  infinite  calm 
"Untroubled  by  her  infinite  agony  I 
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0  Satare  I  pitiless  mother !     I  go  ftirUi 
Upon  e.  perilous  journey.     But  at  length 

1  am  about  to  live  the  life  of  man,  — 
The  natural  life,  of  man  1     Tor  I  go  forth 

To  fight  my  brothers.    Sound  thy  trumpet.  Time, 
And  bid  me  Co  tlie  battle.     M;  epirit  is  armed. 


A  Hovel  nn  a  bea 


What  wakes  when  it 


When  the  dogs  bark,  what  doth  the  fox  do  ? 

Burrow. 


Whca  the  fox  burrows,  what  do  the  g- 


Cackle. 
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When  the  geese  cackle,  what  do  the  cabs  crj  ? 
Panurgc ! 


Honors  r 

Your  k 
oemuch. 

irilship'B  confidence 

Explain 

Speak  1 
to  him  thy  seiisatk 

a  him,  Muriel. 
ms,  child, 

L. 

I  neither 

Can  recognize  jou,  Father,  nor  this  gentleman. 
Sparks  of  blight  fire  entangled  in  black  webs 
Before  my  eyes  seem  to  be  passing  ever. 
Sonjctimos  it  seems  a  crawling  of  black  snakes 
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With  glittering  spots  that  spartle  as  thoy  glide 
Into  a  twisted  globe  of  diisfej'  coils ; 
Sometiraee  a  golden  cloud :  then  the  cloud  opens, 
Bre^s  into  sparks,  stains,  and  soft  colors,  and  all 
Onte  more  is  darkness.     Bnl  I  feel  no  pain. 


Come  hither,  little  lord.     What  is  his  age  1 


'Twist  ten  j-eaK 

1  and  elovc 

,n. 

To  ihe  window 

.  ...  so 

■   Turn  this 
,  my  boy. 

way. 

PHYSK 

Well 

,  Doctor? 
WcU, 

The  eyelids  are  quite  healthy,     AU  the  white 
O'  the  eye  is  cleav.     The  veins  fire  not  erarcliarged. 
The  nerves  are  sound,  too.     Have  no  fear,  young 

We  soon'shall   cure   you,     {To    Omd.)   Not  a 

hope,  my  lord  1 
The  papil  is  jnsensiblo  to  light. 
Complete  paralysis  of  the  optic  nerve ! 


All 's  dark  around  me.    Utterly  dark. 
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Those  sightless  orbs  are  staring  at  the  au 
I  can  see  better  when  I  dose  my  eyes. 


Anything 
You  please  ....  the  half  o'  mj  fortune  . 

all  of  it  ...  . 
If  you  hut  cure  my  son  ! 


Seienoe,  my  lord, 
Has  no  capacity  to  compensate 
Nature's  defeat.     We  can  do  nothing  here. 
My  duty  to  your  lordship.     I  'vo  a  case 
Of  cataruct  in  the  neighborhood  .... 


Stay,  sir, 

For  mercy's  flake as  you  are  a  Chcistian  man 

Leave  us  not  thus  1    Waiti  waiti  examine  further. 
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No  hope,  thent 


OHVAL  (eiabraang  his  son). 
Bot  thott  seo'st  yet,  my  child  —  my  hope  —  my  all ! 
A  litUe  yetl     Muriel,  a  little  ? 


Hear  thy  roice  only,  P 


A  multitude  of  changiuE  shapes  that  swim 
Fast,  fast,  between  the  cyeliil  aad  the  eye. 
I  seem  to  recognize  amongst  them  things 
I  knew  once  —  places  I  have  seen  —  and  scraps 
Of  books  that  1  have  read. 
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With  my  mind's  eyes,  Father,  y 


.  (h^Ung). 

Great  Spirit,  that  dwcllest  in  ■ 

Eternal  light. 

Illuinjne  those  darli  eyes  .  . 

iSlarta. 

Tushl  'tis  in 

Whomdolknoel  to? 

Forr 

10  prayers  of  mi 

Are  pathways  lo  God'i 

i  presen 

ice. 

A    VOL 

Tliankless 

Thy  soQ  is  now  a  poet 

,     Be  satisfied. 

Night.    At  tht  sign  s/  the  Draj 


iSandle  le  a  (rap-door.    The  laji  is  dtml/,  li'jhfed. 

What,  if  Panurge  were  betraying  us  1 

It  wrongs  my  faith  to  fear  it.     But  why  all 

These  compromises,  these  delays,  these  pardons  t 

Or  whercfbre  should  he  spare  this  man  —  the  worst. 

The  proudest,  and  most  powerful,  of  onr  foos  ? 

Ha  cannot  fear  him,  cannot  pity  him. 

And  cannot  need  him.   Why  then  these  misgivings  ? 

Tor,  Orval  gone,  the  head  goes,  and  therewith 

Must  fall  the  body  at  once. 

Well,  I  hare  leave 
To  test  this  brother's  truth ;  who  should  he  iifce 
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Alrveif   !  think.     He  seems  trnstwortlij,  stout 
Of  bear!  ond  will.     Wliy  did  Panurgo  seem 
To  be  so  sure  the  man  wonid  disobey 
The  order  I  must  give  him  ? 

If  he  shrink  .... 
{Li/Is  up  the  trap-door,  —  looks  down,  and  closei  H  again 

vrtth  a  sigh^ 
All  is  prepared. 

0  shame!  O  worst  of  all. 
Mother,  that  we  should  ever  be  compelled 
By  the  strict  justice  of  thine  injured  cause 
To  sacrifice  to  thee  one  of  thy  sons, 
One  of  our  brothers  !     But  be  witness  thou. 
Dread  and  dear  Goddess,  whom  I  breathe  to  serre 
And  live  to  die  for,  that  in  ail  this  worhi 
There 's  nothing  1  love  more  than  I  loTe  Ihee ; 
Nothing  that  liom  the  deep  and  bitter  cry 
Of  tliy  great  ontraged  heart  mine  own  withholds, 
Nothing  in  me  that  is  not  thine !     O  Mother, 
Is  not  thy  cry  forever  in  mine  ears. 
Thy  wrongs  forever  present  to  mine  eyes. 
Thy  patient  centuries  of  suflfering. 
Thy  pains,  and  shames,  and  injuries,  all  mine. 
And  thy  predestined,  though  so  long^elayed, 
Dominion  the  sole  business  of  my  thoughts? 
My  heart  is  virgin,  and  my  soul  sincere. 
Be  witness.  Mother,  if  it  he  my  doom 
To  smil«  a  brother,  'tis  not  that  thy  son 
J  love  not.  Mother,  but  that  I  love  thee 
More  than  he  ioved  thee,  the  degenerate  one ! 

lA  dulail  elaek  slrikes. 
The  hour! 
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{A  youth, 
Moie 

tKtanly  clad,  t: 
mBniiui  draw 

^UT,  hy  th.. 
Thou  art 

ladder,  wh«!h  Ike 
And  ihou. 

Welcome 

,  my  brothel- ! 

Thou  hast 

seen  the  Chief? 

I  have. 

MODEH 

V   BECTUS. 

And  hast  received  the  orders  ? 

!,  Brother  1 

Orval  ?  all  I  feared  1 


Thou  shrinkeat  ?     Great  the  peril,  if  thou  lidl. 

Great,  is  the  peril,  yes.     Greater  tiie  cause. 
Greater  the  glory  ....  great  if  thou  iucceed, 
Great  if  thou  perish. 
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OrvaU  why  that  m 
Brother,  must  that  man  die? 


Ay.     If  that  were  all  . 


It  is  not  all.     By  thee  or  hy  another 
He  dies.     Thy  lieath  can  save  him  not.     And  yet 
Thon  diest  if  he  but  live  beyond  the  hour 
Thine  oath,  to  liim,  made  hnal. 


Brother,  lis 
This  Orva!  is  not  as  the  others  are ; 
Hopelessly  unimprovable  by  timi;. 
Hath  he  not  pleaded  for  the  People's  Cause 
Olten  ? 


When  he  was  young. 
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IVIien  ?  when  there  seemed  no  chance  of  their  re- 
dness. 
To  whom?    to  those  whose  ears,  he  knew,  were 

Then  it  was  safe.     Friend,  when  mankind  began 

To  dwell  in  cities,  each  behind  him  left, 

In  the  wilds,  his  individuality. 

In  this,  our  modem  epoch,  every  man, 

His^h,  low,  or  rich,  or  poor,  is  (rat  a  cork 

Dropt  by  the  purblind  accident  of  birth 

On  one  or  other  of  the  mighty  waves 

Of  that  most  stormy  sea,  —  Society. 

He  seems  to  move,  but  moves  not :  he  is  moved 

By  the  elemental  current.     As  the  cork 

Is  liy  the  wave  it  floats  on,  so  the  man 

Is,  by  the  class  that  he  belongs  to,  borne 

Where  wind  and  tide,  and  not  his  own  will,  urge 

The  man's  capacity  of  choiM,  whate'er 
It  pleases  him  to  call  it, — judgment,  will. 
Or  conscience  —  ia,  nnconaoiously  to  him. 
Conditioned  by  the  circumstance  of  what 
Supports  and  bears  him.     When  the   skies  are 

And  seas  are  calm,  each  cork  that  floats  at  ease. 

Loose  in  its  lazy  element,  hath  leave 

Of  wind  and  wave  to  look  this  way  and  that. 

And  please  itself  with  profitless  selection 

Of  one  or  other  prospect  out  of  reach. 

But  when  the  storm  comes,  all  are  whirled,  and 

driven 
Wbii^hever  way  the  waves,  that  b«ar  them,  beat. 
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Not  Orvol.     Ever  from  the  titled  tribe 
Of  most  ignoble  men  with  noble  uames 
This  man  stood  sepuraTe :  and  to  them  belongs 
No  more  than  to  the  lowland  the  lone  alp 
That  from  the  lowland  soars.     Companionless 
He  in  his  solitary  conscience  .... 


Tut! 
In  the  long  run,  the  conscience  of  a  man 
Eests  in  the  boaom  of  his  class.     The  point 
Of  individual  honor  is  for  each 
Fist  by  the  genera]  interest  of  the  whole. 
And  if  I  say  "  the  whole,"  I  raeao,  of  coarse, 
Merely  the  whole  of  those  whose  interests  hang 
Togedier  in  one  balance.     The  whole  tribe 
Of  bears,  wolves,  lions,  tigers,  have,  no  doubt, 
Interests  in  common  to  themselves,  which  we. 
The  tribes  of  men,  find  much  opposed  to  ours. 
But,  lieing  B  man,  when  I  say  "  Liberty," 
I  mean  not  liberty  for  tigers,  wolves. 
Lions,  aud  bears,  but  liberty  for  men ; 
Which  may  mean  death  to  lions,  and  their  like. 


Hast  thou  a  mother  t 
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None  but  The  Revolution.     Motherless 
And  fatherless,  and  nameless  have  I  lived, 
Until  I  Jived  for  what  is  now  to  me 
Father  and  moiJier  both  ....  OuK  Cause. 


For  then  thoa  canst  not  understand. 

Why  not  "i 
Brother,  that  man  once  saved  my  mother's  life. 
Whii;h,  Son  of  Freedom,  that  man's  life  now  kills. 


My  father  was  —  a  vagrant  and  a  thief 
(For  rich  men  have  made  poverty  a  crime). 
He  lived  between  the  high  road  and  the  jail, — 
Lived?  starved  —  I  scarce  know  how:  died  — on 

the  gallowa. 
We  tram]>ed,  and  traraped,  —  my  mother  and  ray- 
self, 
A  mere  brat  then,  —  barefoot  from  barn  to  barn 
To  the  great  town,  —  to  beg  my  father's  life 
Back  from  the  hangman's  band,  —  and  reached  the 


Beneath  the  scaffold  where  they  strangled  him. 
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My  mother's  sbrieka  disturbed  the  ceremony 
Which  they  called  Jostiee  Vindicated,  —  marrad 
The  Majesty  of  Law,  —  that  was  their  phrase,  — 
They  haled  her  to  the  jail,  and  from  the  jail 
They  haled  her  to  ihe  Justice.     When  a  man 
Insnlts  some  noble  lady,  what  does  she  "i 
I  know  not.     But  I  know  that  ei"erj  word 
That  man  said  was  an  outrage,  and  a  wrong. 
An  infiunous  wrong  to  womanhooil ;   and  I  know. 
While  he  was  speaking,  that  my  mother  spat 
Id  tliBt  man's  face.     Spit  in  the  face  of  Jastic«  1 
A  vagrant,  and  a  tramp,  a  felon's  wife  'i 
Off  with  her  to  the  whipping-post  I     Just  then, 
As  thoy  were  drawing  her  away,  —  I  think 
I  hear  her  shrieks  yet,  —  see  those  eyea,  —  and  see 
The  stare  change  in  them  from  intensest  terror 
To  indignation,  as  there  came  a  sneer 
Curling  ^e  comtly  and  contemptuous  lip 
Of  some  young  noble  who  had  lounged  in  there 
Whilst  strolling  homeward  from  a  night's  de- 

hauch.  — 
I  think  that  sneer  was  not  foe  my  poor  dam. 
But  her  tormentors.     But  she  knew  not  thut. 
Tin  brute  that  held  her  had  a  knife  in  his  belt. 
She  pluckc  it  out,  sprang  loose,  and  stabbed  the 

The  wound  was  skin-deep,  but  the  skin  was  noble. 
The  crime  was  patent,  and  the  sentence  death, 
Death  by  Iho  wheel.     0  that  last  night  of  all 
Passed  with  my  wretched  mother,  i  u  the  dea 
Of  their  condemned  ones  !     0  the  agony 
"When  that  door  opened,  as  I  deemed,  on  death. 
The  death  of  all  I  ever  loved  —  my  mother  I 
But  it  was  life.     'T  wiis  Ihc  young  noble's  self 
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That  came  W  save  us.     He  had  pleaded  for  her ; 
He  brought  her  pardon  ....  she  was   freel     0 

Brother. 
If  jou  bat  knew  what  was  the  meaoing  then 
Of  that  word  ....  Free!     Brother,  that  noble's 

iS  the  man 


Alas  !  alaa,  my  brother  !     0  why,  why 
Fell  not  to  me  (he  glorioos  task  ?     Call  back 
That  hasty  word,  that  breatli  that  breaks  an  oath ! 
Brother,  were  men  at  peace,  —  man's  great  cause 

gained. 
The  sword  of  Freedom  sheathed,  her  banners  fnrlecl. 
Her  troops  disbanded,  and  her  foes  disperst. 
We  two  might  sit  here,  side  by  side,  all  night. 
Praising  this  Orval  for  his  One  good  deed  : 
And  thou  shouldst  teach  me  thy  dead  mother's 

That  I  might  t«aeh,  for  that  name's  sake,  this  rough. 
Coarse  voice  of  mine,  hoarse  from  harsh  battle-cries. 
Tu  find  out  tenderer  tones  ....  Were  there  bnt 

But  there  's  no  time,  —  no  peace.  We  are  at  war, 
And  war  hatli  two  sides  only.  —  Friend  and  Foe. 
What  separates  foes  from  friends?     A  name:  a 

flag: 
A  uniform  ;  the  color  of  a  coat : 
Rude  guides,  but  safe!     No  nice  distinctions  stop 
War's  brutal  but  inevitable  path. 
'Tis  not  a  man,  It  is  a  cause,  we  fight, 
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Thoaghwith  the  cause  we  striko  the  man.    War 

fault. 
And  thoira  that  forced  war  on  us,  but  not  ours. 
My  friend,  my  brother  in  arraa,  0  lot  the  dead 
Bury  their  dead !     Woe  be  to  him  whose  hand 


Unheard, 
TTnaeen.     In  silence,  and  in  Biwrecy. 
Here,  and  at  once.     Erelong  the  time  shall  be, 
When  the  scorned  Justice  of  The  Revolution, 
Now  forced  to  hide  in  holes  and  dens  like  this 
Her  sacred  head,  and  crust  nnH-itnessed  hands 
Like  mine  to  do  her  bidding  in  the  dark, 
Shall  strike  her  victim  on  the  public  place. 
Crowds  in  the  atreeis,  crowds  on  the  housetops, 

crowds 
Everywhere  ronad  her,  to  applaud  the  blow ! 
B«hoId  thy  f^ave. 
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Mother  of  mighty  times. 
Goddess  armipoloiit,  wliose  stront;  right  hand 
Plucks  down  upon  the  lioada  of  trembling  kings 
The  mouldering  maaonriea  tlieir  slaves  Imve  built 
Against  the  march  of  tliy  majestio  hosts  ! 
Bair  harvester,  whose  fiiison,  now  foil-eared. 
Is  ripening  fast,  large-hearted  Liberty, 
Look  down,  and  blesa  thy  vietim,  and  thy  priest. 
Brother,  one  last  embraee  ....  brother  no  more  ! 
Not  I  hare  torn  oor  tond  of  brotherhood. 
Pardon  me,  aa  I  needs  most  pardon  thee, 
Unhappy  yonth  I     Sad  for  thy  sake  am  I 
Who  dare  not  spare  thee,  tor  the  sake  of  Her 
Thatclaima,from  mo  the  blow,  from  thee  the  blood. 
This  is  not  murder ;  it  is  sacrifice. 
Thon  hast  been  judged. 

{suddenly  ajipearing  through  the  open  Imp]. 
And  ai't  acquitted. 


How  art  thou  here,  Pauurge  1 

Wherever  the  Cause  needs  me,  there  am  I. 
What  matter  how  ?     Dost  thou  not  know  me  j 
Brutus,  witiiliold  thine  hanci.    Rise  up,  jouug  n. 
I  hai-e  heard  all.     And,  for  thy  broken  oath 
This  ouce,  I  pardon  thee. 
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Enjoin  unqnesdoning  obedience, 

Brntus,  Co  me.     Sot  againsit  human  rights, 

But  liumaD  wrongs,  my  banner  is  unfurled. 

Tliiii  bloud  shall  not  he  on  it.    Stutes  and  thrones. 

And  cijnastiea,  and  churches,  liave  been  founded 

On  crimes  ;  whereof  I  liolJ  the  worst  of  ali 

To  tie  Ingratitude.     Our  empire,  boy. 

Heeds  no  such  vile  assistance.     Lucius  Junins, 

Open  this  door,  and  let  that  ladder  down. 

{To  ihe  Yoalh,  in  a  nJaspa:)     Young  man,  I  can- 
not save  tbee,  nor  thy  friend. 
Beyond  to-night.     Lord  Orval's  life  is  doomed : 
His  death  is  cert^n  ....  save  for  the  sole  chance, 
The  last,  that's  left  lo  him  ....  Let  him  know 

that .... 
Flight,    Instant  flight-    Let  him  know  that,  young 

If  thon  wouldst  save  him.    Uuah  1  {Aloud.)    Bru- 
tus, thou  hast 
Served  firnaly,  and  served  faithfully,  the  Cause. 
Blessed  are  ihey  that  hear  and  do.     Embrace 
Thy  pardoned  Brother. 


And  he  shall.     Away, 
Thou  hast  thy  brother's  confidence 
—  minB  to  justify.     Depart. 
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( Whispering.)     Make  haste !     Thou  hast  not  half 

{The  Ymth  dtacKTidn  the  nade'. 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  Lucius  Junius  Brutus, 
This  man  would  fail  as? 


What!  dost  thou  trust  him  yet? 

Imphcitlj. 
To  do  what  t 

To  warn  Orva). 


Unthinking  boyl 
How  can  he  ?  If  he  fly,  he  is  lost.  I  fear, 
I  fear  he  will  not  fly  ! 
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DisgTHce  first,  and  death  afterwards,  for  him. 

Ilia  life  ?  that 's  nothing.     Bat  hia  influeocal 

That  'b  all.     That 's  what  we  must  aiinihilaCe. 

Dost  tbou  not  see  how  easy  it  is  (o  taka 

This  man's  life?  bnc  how  dlAicLilC  to  take 

Its  influence  from  the  Uves  of  other  men? 

'T  is  that  vfhith  wo  must  aim  at.     If  he  fly 

(Be  satisfied,  I  have  him  ia  my  net. 

He  cannot  'scape  me)  —  if  he  fly  —  why  then, 

His  inlliience  fliea  with  him,  and  ia  lost. 

Then,  body  and  soul,  and  name  and  fame,  he  is 

Boy,  there  are  lives  and  lives,  and  deaths  and  deaths. 
This  man's  life  is  impressed  in  palpable  forms 
VpOD  the  public  mind  ;  and  tbis  man's  death 
Must  be  impressed  upon  it  also  thus. 
'Tis  not  enough  for  me  to  haTe  his  life. 
There 's  too  much  of  it  living  in  his  name. 
I  must  have  both.     I  know  that  fiightened  hind. 
Soon  as  he  leavea  Ihia  house,  will  haste  to  warn  him. 
My  only  fear  is  that  be  will  not  fly. 
So  will  he  'acape  rae.     I  shall  have  to  weave 
New  webs.     But  doubt  not,  I  shall  catch  him  yet. 
His  mind  to  mine  for  mastery  1  ,  .  .  ,  We  sball  see  I 
Kow  leave  rae,  Brutus.     1  must  be  aione. 


What,  if  Panurge  is  betraying  u: 
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ORVAL  (enimnj). 

Pardon  n 
Gentlemen,  for  so  long  detfiining  jou. 
Bui  't  is  not  till  past  midnight  that  of  lato 
The  crisis  comes.     Then  he  begins  to  speak. 
Follow  mo.     This  way,  Docwr. 
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Ilcim,  ffuTi 
Hush!  Listen! 


Is  ho  awakuT      His  cjCS  arc  Open. 
And  yet  he  seems  to  hear  not. 


MURIEL  (rising). 
Away !  away ! 


Mark!  llie  anns  folded. 


Upon  the  breast.     He  seems  to  walk  as  one 
That  walks  with  difficulty  through  a  crowd. 
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Avannt, 
Creatures  of  Darkness  !     Am  I  not  the  son 
Of  Light  and  Song^    Where  are  my  singing-roljes  "i 
OtF,  Hell-garb!     Who  hath  clad  me  in  it^     Te^ 
What  will  je  with  me  ?     Shall  I  yield  to  ye 
The  empire  of  my  soul  ^     Ye?     I  defy  ye  I 
Hevcr,  abortive  terrors,  sullen  shapes 
Sent  to  torment  me,  never  shall  I  be 
The  slave  of  hira  whose  seeptre  sent  you  forth  I 
Not  though  mine  oyes  be  taken  from  me  :  mine 
Mine  eyes  are  still.     I  know  where  they  are  gone. 
My  mother  bathes  them  in  the  light  of  Heaven  : 
They  shall  return  to  me,  star-sighted,  strong, 
SuQ-flcarching,  splendid  with  siduceal  fire. 


Mad!     Just  like  h: 
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It  is  It  melanchol}'  satisfaction 

Always,  to  be  quite  sure  one  can  do  nothing 

To  mitigate  the  affliction  of  one's  frienils. 


Lord  !  Lord  I  that  I  should  live  to  hear  him  talk 

Like  a  proud  Pagan,  or  wild  man  o'  the  woods, 

Or  any  other  eommoii  creature  !      I 

That  suckled  the  poor  brat  at  mine  own  breast. 

Ay,  did  1 1  and  a  finer  babe  was  never 

Fut  to  the  nijjple.     Many 's  the  time  I  said  it, 

"Look  if  oar  little  lord  (the  Saints  preserve  him  I) 

ContenotCo  something  great!"  And,  O  Lord,  Lord, 

To  come  to  tliis  1 


Mother ! 
Dear  Mother  of  mine  in  Heaven,  I  prithee  send 
Down  to  me  images  of  lovely  things  : 
That  I,  with  these,  may  make  me,  here  i'  the  midst 
Of  this  great  darkness.  Mother,  a  neiv  world, 
Like  that  which  I  have  lost. 


Wliat  think  you,  Coz  1 
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Come  with  me. 
Let  us  go  hence  ....  April  hath  gone  before. 
I  know  ihe  way  she  went.     And  we  shall  find 
Things  dropt  by  her  in  the  grass.  Come  dowti  with 

Into  the  dimtnest  wildness  of  the  wood, 

Where  only  hare  and  there  the  hidden  Bun 

BrightenB  the  dear  translucent  green,  and  paves 

Our  whisperous  path  with  drops  of  tire,  that  trickle 

Through  tender  webs  of  winking  shade.    The  moas 

Is  ever  fresh  and  buxom  to  the  foot 

Under  these  low-bent  bonghs.     I  know  a  place 

Quiet  and  happy,  quite  shut  in  with  leaves 

And  flowers ;  feint  woodbine,  and  the  bramble  rose, 

And  freckled  foxglove,  cloven  ivy,  and  loose 

ConvolvuluBBB,  aXV  the  walls  have  woven 

With  fr^rant  broidery :  and  underneath 

The  pleasant  grass  is  maltitudinous  all 

With  merry  daisies  thick  as  evening  stars. 

And  plots  of  tufted  thyme,  ^d  primroses, 

In  sanctuaries  of  rough  dewy  leaves, 
And  cowslips,  and  anemones,  and  violets. 
And  cToeuses,  like  points  of  windless  dames 
Tenderly  curved  and  stained.     This  place  is  safij. 
An  old  tree  holds  it  in  one  arm  of  his. 
The  winds  are  warned  to  vex  us  not. 
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His  talk  is  wholij  unintelligible. 
Preciselj  as  I  had  anticipated. 


All,  they  hare  spoiled  ray  palace  !  Bud  and  leaf 
Shattered !  Is  no  place  safe  from  them?  Ah  me, 
Again  the  ghastly  darkness  !     Mother!     Mother  I 
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Mj  lord,  your  so 
Is  victim  to  a  mental  malaify, 
Superiodoced  bj  a  too  oxi[aiiito  sense, 
Become  habitual,  as  I  gcefttly  fear, 
or  Vis  sad  pliysicd  calamity. 
I'ixtreme  eerebral  agitation  Urns, 
Acting  npon  a  bodily  frame  o'erwronght 
Already  by  the  habit  of  a  life 
Somewhat  Mo  studious  for  his  childish  years. 
Induces  Che  condition  of  what,  thus 
Developed,  as  we  find  it  here,  my  lord, 
Must  be  called  normal  trance. 


Inscrutable 
Lawgiver!  hear  how  glibly  doth  this  pedant 
Esplaia  thy  laws  1 


A  pen  and  ink,  if  you  please. 
We  must  try  soothing  remedies.     I  fear 
'Tia  no  groat  usu,  though.      Laarei  deaxMo  .... 
^j™ 


You  will  find  all  that  you  can  want,  sir. 
In  (ho  next  room.     Gio,  —  write  out  what  you  will, 
Geutlemen,  Cousins,  I  entreat  your  leave 
To  be  alone. 


Cousin,  good  night.     Good  night. 
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MURIEL  {vxiking). 
Good  Qight  ?  ....  A  long,  long  eight  i     They 

should  have  said 
A  night  without  an  end.     Not  good  !  not  good  ! 
Father,  I  am  very  tjred. 


My  sleep 
IS  broken  by  strange  voices,  Father. 
Ye  ?     If  I  could,  I  would  sIcBp  again. 


Sleep,  my  poor  boy.     Sleep  souad. 
Thy  father's  blessing  be  upon  thy  dreams. 
My  blessing^     Ah,  what  can  my  blessing   ^ve 


Forme 

The  blood-red  baltle-dawn  is  breaking.     Hera 
There  is  no  time  Ibr  Tears,  none  for  regret  I 
Soon,  at  the  head  of  a  half-barbaroaa 
Handful  of  men,  must  I  go  Ibrth,  to  cope 
With  Che  mad  masses  of  mankind.     And  thou  1 
How  ahalt  thou  fate,  poor  boy?  — sick,  helplesi 

blind  I 
Child-pout,  with  no  audience  in  a  world 
Of  grown-up  miseries !     Poor  perishing  bud. 
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Blighted  from  M«h,  and  cankered  in  tliu  green. 
Last  of  a  lofty,  old,  illnstrions  ireel 
Sole,  fro^le  scion  of  a  liauglity  House 
Whose  sires,  of  yore,  in  iron  harness  trod 
Tremendous  fields,  and  bearded  brawling  kings. 
Farewell  I     0  heart  of  mine,  boar  up,  hia  up 
Against   this   load  —  Break   not,   thou  stubborn 

Let  all  break  on  thee,  till  this  breaking  world 
Be  ended.  Sleep,  my  son.  He  sleeps  alreadf. 
And,  sleeping,  smiles  ....  ah,  not  on  me  /   Once 

Onco  more  ....  one  test  sad  kiss  ....  and 

then  ....  fiireivell, 
Thoa  most  nnfortunate  of  the  angola  slrayed 
From  Heaven ! 

ANDEEW  {enteFing  ha^ibj). 
My  lord,  the  man  that  brought  this  letter 
Kefiised  to  wait :  but  left  it,  yehemontJy 
Affirming  it  to  be  of  urgent  import, 
Concerning  nothing  less  than  life  or  death 
It  danger  to  your  lordship. 


Life  can  bring  nothing  m 


\e  hours  are  comit'^.     I^ly,  Lord  Orviil,  Jt^ 
h  no  inch  of  all  this  land  that  '3  safe 
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For  thee  to  atom/  on.     The  Smom  Brotlterluiod 

Are  suron  to  ham  %  life.     Their  hands  are  Ufied 

InaisilAi/  against  thee,  enBymiere  .- 

Their  dagg^s  are  all  round  thee,  dag  and  night, 

Wheii  the  air  seems  niost  empii/  ;  aiui  their  eges. 

Unseen,  are  on  thee.     Linger  not  an  hour. 

Om  whom  thou  hast  bejriaided ;  and  thai  kiKnoa 

More  than  he  tnay  reoeat. 

"  Burn  this.     Asidfty." 
I  flj?     He  little  knows  me  that  wrote  this. 

;surnt  tke  letter  in  the  caadle 


My  lord,  the  Doctor  asks  jour  presence. 

Reet  by  the  boy.  And  watch  him  weli.  He  sleeps. 
....  Rather  to  arms  at  once  !  to  arms  !  -Arise, 
Arise,  mine  eogle!     Havoc  calls.     I  come. 
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FOUETH  EPOCH. 


MAN    AND   MAN. 

ScenH  L  —  Kight.  tnterior  of  a  fuSferraican  Cellar; 
filthy,  and  xlt-tigkted  by  a  Umtem  awung  from  the 
vaulting.  Along  tkt  vnilh  pirtala  and  eutlaiat)  sus- 
pended.   On  the  flooT  broken  wine^aski  and  empln 

tern,  a  rude  table,  Tiereon  a  gteasg  volame  opetn 
pens,  ink  in  a  broken  mnegloM,  and  a  large  earthen 
boat  tmeared  over  lie  eiget  uiih  blaod.    On  a  sort  of 

peri  burning  before  tt.  Betwten  the  altar  and  tht 
table  a  imall  high  platform,  covered  aith  crimson 
cloth,  and  canapied  in  black.  On  Iht  platform  a 
eeated  li.  President  of  lAe  Sicrel  Society  of  The 
Atihbeiis.    Befbre  him,  at  the  foot  of  the  platform,  a 

it  grouped  around  the  Novice. 


iatain  inviolate  secrecy. 
So  help  me  God  I 
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For,  being  a  tyrant,  he  made  common  causa 
"With  the  other  tyrants.     Bring  the  symbol  forth 
Of  brutish  Superstition. 

lOneqflhe  brethren  brings  forward  a  crucifix. 
Man,  behold 
The  co-more-to-be-loleraicd  badge 
Of  thy  past  degradation.     Spit  on  it- 


Citizen  Atheist,  I  obey. 


To  execute,  without  remorse, 
Without  reluctance,  and  without  delay. 
Whatever  order  sliall  be  given  to  theo. 
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Upon,  all  persaus,  old  or  joan 
Or  high  or  low,  or  great  or  Bniall,  or  he 
Or  elsewhere,  nobles,  prelates,  princes,  t 
Or  thosa  thai  do  adhere  lo  the  same. 


And  to  observe  the  aforesaid  laws  to  Che  death- 


He  hath  passed  ihe  triple  ordeal. 
Enter  his  name  upon  the  Books. 


Cobble.     Eyes  gray,  small.     Hair  red,     Statare 

Age  four-and-twenty  years.     Former  condition, 

Maker  of  boots  and  shoes  in  the  employ 

Of  the  Enemies  of  Human  rreedom.     Sworn 

A  Brother  of  the  Secret  Philosophical 

Anil  Philanthropical  Society 

Of  the  AvGNaBHS :  sitting  in  this  city 

On  the  First  Day  of  the  Second  Month  o'  the  Year 

One,  of  the  General  Emancipation. 

Eultved. 
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Press   the   grapes   of  the  yintage  of  vengeance. 

Thine, 

Tonng  vintager,  now  is  the  Wneyard  gate. 

And  driol!.  Son  of  Freedom,  the  blood  and  the  wine ; 

The  wine  of  the  wftiiton,  tlio  blood  of  the  great ! 

Fallen  thj  bonds  are.    Behold,  we  have  burst  them. 

IJiugli !     Not  on  nectar  the  old  gods  nnrst 

The  growth  of  the  joncg  gods,  who  have  disperst 

And  stronger  than  nectar,  lo  qnench  oar 
thirst. 
Is  the  cnp  of  the  curses  wherewith  we  have  curst 

By  whom  we  were  eurst. 
Feed  on  the  flesh  of  tlie  princes  of  earth. 

Let  it  fatten  thee  now,  as  our  own  fattened 

Tliere  he  plenty  of  bones,  and  of  blood  no  dearth  : 

And  these  dishes  arc  garoisht  with  gold  and 

gem. 

Signed  are  the  lintels,  and  sharpened  the  daggers. 

The  powerless  strikes,  and  the  powerful  staggers. 

The  halters  are  spun. 
Judged  are  the  judges  :  rod-bentcn  the  iictors  ; 
Tried  the  tribunals :  and  canqnisbt  the  vi 
The  heads   are   all   reckoned :    '      "      ' 
beckoned  ; 
Our  work  hath  begun. 

lA  t»oc, 


.,,  Google 


THE  FOOL  OF  TIME. 


Cot^k  to  jonr  plaroa,  all  of  you  I     Remove 
Those  weapoQS.     Each  man  to  his  work  again. 
Who  knocks  ? 


A  friend,  and  Freedom's  Son. 


Lucius  Junius. 


'T  is  the  Modem  Brutna! 
Salute  him,  Brothers.  Open  in  the  name 
Of  Liberty.     Hail  to  thoe,  Lneius  Junius  1 


Good,  friends,  good  1 
I  see  that  you  are  sharpening  your  knives 
Ready  for  use.     Good,  good !     Be  all  prepared 
What  art  thou  making,  Brother  Citiien  t 
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I  stole  this  kQife 
Out  of  tlie  kilchen  of  an  old  Archbishop. 
And  it  has  sUccd  him  many  an  ortolan. 
I  am  giving  it  a  new  handle,  and  an  edge. 


Good,  good  '.     Some  throats  ai 


This  is  the  fowling-pieco  with  which 
The  keeper  of  my  lord  ehot  my  boj.  Jack, 
For  having  stolen  a  hare.     The  man  had  this 
When,  last  night,  I  shot  him.     I  took  it  from  him. 
It  is  a  keepsake.     I  am  giving  it 


Or  which  the  boldest  1 
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Tliore  's  a  novice  here 
That  hath  not  yot  been  tried.     Will  thou  have  him  ? 
He  took  the  oath  bat  even  now. 


E  (ealering  the  lent). 
How  many  hundred  brainless  brates  have  howled 
Hurrah  to  every  word  that  from  my  lips 
Hath  fallen  just  now  1     What  one  of  all  theta 
niviaed  my  simplest  meaning,  comprehended 
The  plainest  of  my  purposes,  or  caught 
The  faintest  glimtnei'  of  the  goal  to  which 
My  will  is  leading  them  1     Ofeniide 
Imiiatoraia  pecas  I 

IThe  Afodern  Bruiai  enlers  Tiiith  the  Novice. 


Dost  thou  know  Lord  Orval  ? 
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Ill  truth  1  what  said  he  ? 


At  the  church  door  once, 
Meaning  no  harm,  I  brnsht  him  as  I  passed. 
He  turned,  and  kicked  me,  adding,  with  an  oatti, 
"  Out  of  Taj  way,  hound  1 "    I  hare  made  a  rope 
To  Lang  him  with.     'T  is  ever  in  my  pocket. 


To-morrow  thou  wilt  go  to  him,  at  dajbreal^ : 
And  my  to  him  that  I  intend  to  see  him; 
That  1  will  TiBit  him  at  midnight,  teU  him. 
Alone  — iu  prirate — without  w' 


There  will  be  danger.     With  n 


Thine  escort  is  Pan  urge's  n; 
Thou  must  approach  him. 
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I  sball  be  with  him. 


And  if  ho  should  hi 


Long  live 
The  People's  Cause  t  .  .  .  .  (The  Devil  toka  'i 
ail!) 


Citizen  General,  I  obey. 


Why  these  half-measures,  these  delays,  Pannt^e  ? 
Or  to  what  end  these  midnight  meetings  with 
The  People's  foes  1  these  parleyinga  with  a  man 


H.*.  I,  Google 


a66  ORVAL;    OR, 

Like  Orval  ?     Had  I  lut  thj  sniietioii  then 
When  I  besought  it,  Orval  at  this  hour 
Had  not  been  living.     And  that  snare  of  thine 
To  cfttch  him  flying  hwh  (aUed  egcegiously. 
Flight  ?  he  is  in  the  field  against  ds  now, 
First,  foremost,  and  sole  tbrmidable  foe  I 
Panui^,  when  I  vowed  \t>  follow  tJiee, 
To  admire  thee,  to  obey  thee,  —  when  I  made 
Thee  master  of  my  mind,  —  it  was  because 
I  then  believed,  thee  master  of  thine  own ; 
A  man  of  keen  eye  and  sure  hand  :  a  man 
Of  one  aim,  and  one  blow. 


All  is  in  reacliness.    The  anns  are  forged. 
The  cannon  cast,  the  powder  mi^itxined. 
And  the  battalions  drilled,  and  the  lists  drawn. 
Our  troops  wait  only  for  the  word  to  move. 
The  lightnings  and  the  thunders  of  oui-  jjowei' 
Vibraii;  irapaliCEt  in  thy  slack  right  hand. 
Speak  the  word  only,  and  the  thunder  falls. 


Eash  boy  I  thy  hot  brain  and  o'erweening  youth 
Know  not  the  majesty  of  restraint.  Mistake  not 
Impulse  for  power. 
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Terrified,  trembling,  flj  like  a  tame  herd 
That  scents  the  unseen  lion.     Abandoning 
Tu  desolation  their  doomed  palaces. 
And  paper-palisaded  castles  all, 
They  have  assembled  their  nascaCtercd  strengths 
In  the  firm-masoned  Fastness  of  St.  John. 
We  with  otir  legions  need  bn[  flood  the  land 
To  overwhelm  Ihcni  in  their  last  retreat. 
Our  dogs  might  in  a  day  destroy  snch  rabbits 
In  such  a  warren.     Give  the  word. 


What  need  of  haste  ^     Their  doom  is  sure.     Ef- 

Both  morally  and  physically,  weak 

014  toothless  lapdogs  whelped  by  Luxury, 

Kature,  the  hardy  mother  of  brave  men. 

Spurns  tham  with  loathing  from  her  wholesome  lap. 

And,  whether  it  bo  to-morrow  or  to-day 

That  we  exterminate  the  litter,  hoy. 

It  matters  not  the  weight  of  a  hair.     Go  to. 

1  know  my  hour. 

What  daunts  thee,  then  ? 
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Psha! 
Thy  wiin  who  knows?     Thy  whim,  more  like. 

And  I. 
Whose  hand  hath  smitten  apon  Iheir  gnillj  thrones 
The  consecraled  tyraimies  of  time, 
Whose  knee  was  never  crooked  to  man  or  God, 
Who  fear  no  conacqoence,  and  spare  no  foe. 
Am  I  to  follow  blindly  the  blind  guidance 
Of  thy  dark  hrain  ? 


Elindly.     It  is  thine  oath. 
Thoa  art  betraying  us,  Panurge  1 


Tash! 
MiatTHst  is  the  hohgoblin  of  weak  rainda. 
For  there  where  ignor^neo  doth  a  darkness  make, 
Any  old  hroomstiok  serves  to  make  a  fear. 
But  have  a  care.     Speak  not  eo  loud,  yoong  man. 
Some  of  my  folk  might  hear  thee. 


Om-  folk !     Wo  liavo  n 
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My  speech  is  my  true  heart's  ambassatlor 
That  Bcorns  disguise,  aud  boldly  goes  his  may 
To  challenge  ralsehood  where  he  finds  hor.    Man, 
What  if  our  folk  do  hear  my  voice  ? 


Why,  then 
I  shall  bo  forced  to  have  thee  shot,  for  daring 
To  raise  it  in  my  preseace. 

Trust  me,  boy. 
Have  patience. 

BRUTUS  (wOh  emotion). 
Pardon  1     I  foi^ot  myself. 
But  [earnsatbi),  Chief,  I  fear  not  death  in  any  form. 
And  if  my  death  be  necessary,  if 
My  death  can  help  or  servo  the  People's  Canse, 
Serve  only,  even,  for  salutary  oxampla. 
Speak !     I  am  ready  to  die. 


(An  ardent  mind  1 
This  man  betieees  and  hopes.     It  is  a  pity 
That  such  a  happy  man  shonld  evot  die. 
Earth  hath  loo  few  of  his  thriee-fortunalo  kind. 
And  cannot  profilablj  spare  what  she 
So  rarely  is  possest  of. )     Boy,  think  more. 
Speak  less.   Grow  older.   lAve,  And  in  good  time 
Thou  wilt  be  able  to  understand  ....  Delay. 
Are  the  new  cartridges 
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Dost  thou  know  m 


He  halli  asseiableit  all  his  vassiiils.     And  they 
Are  fiufWiU  lo  him.     Thej  believe  in  him. 
Thej  follow  bim,  and  stjll  look  up  tu  turn. 


Wiih  mine  own  eyes  ....  hear  him  — wil 
Not  thine  ....  and  read  the  soul  of  this 


He  ?     Oco  of  us 


Ton  understand  it 
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Am  I  pardoned. 


Citizen  GoneraU 


Boy,  wert  thou  vol  ...  .  But  go  ! 
Lcare  mo.     Thj-  life  belongs  to  the  Good  Cause. 
I  charge  thee  keep  in  safe.     Boy,  thine  own  hand 
Shall  plant  the  Feoplo's  Flag  upon  the  towers 
And  roof-tops  of  the  Fastness  of  St.  John. 
Noiv  leave  me. 

BErTUS  {gomy). 
Truly,  ha  is  a  g^at  man, 
Iloweould  I  doabt  him?  Out,  base  heart ! 

[Eii(. 

Ay,  Orval ! 
It  tnust  be  with  mine  own  eyes  only,  and  only 
In  thine  own  face,  that  I  the  riddle  read, 
Writ  by  the  Dustinies  fbr  thee  and  wc. 
Strange,  that  this  man,  alone  of  all  the  world. 
Daces  10  resist  me !     Wliat,  compared  to  raitic. 
Is  this  man's  strength  "i    Nothing.    It  cannot  weigh 
A  dozen  grains  of  saad  i'  the  scale.     Some  few 
Kaw  boora,  and  stupid  serft,  that  follow  yet 
The  blazoned  boost  of  his  affronting  flag, 
With  that  blind  ins^nct  of  fidelity 
That's  ever  in  lame  craatares.     Nothing  more. 
Wily  do  I  wish  to  see,  to  hold  discourse 
With  this  otie  man?   Hath  my  own  spirit  now  been 
Confronted,  for  the  first  time,  with  its  peer  ? 
Perchance  its  rivals  ....  I  must  crush  —  shall 
crash  him. 
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But  then?  ....  0  thou  mysWrions  Power  of 

Thought, 
That  in  me  sittest,  weaTing  webs  to  catch 
The  buzring  folly  of  this  brief  fly,  maul 
Banicr  shall  thou  deceive  all  haman  kind 
Than  thine  own  self.     What  1     Art  thon  not  the 

thought 
Of  earth's  unthinking  millionsl  the  bright  soul 
O'  the  brute  maierinl  multitude?     And  thou, 
Doubiest  thou  of  thyself  t     What  were  but  crime 
In  o^ere,  is,  in  thee,  completed  taw, 
Power  fulfilled  and  perfect.     Thou  hast  ^ven 
A  name  to  nameless  masses  of  mankind, 
A  language  to  dumb  droves  of  beasts  of  bnrdea, 
A  soul  to  soulless  human  engines, — called 
Forth  out  of  formless  chaos,  and  created 
A  whole  world's  manifest  fabric  in  the  form 
And  image  of  thyself,  and  breathed  inl«  it 
A  motion  and  a  light.     But  thou  thyself, 
0  soul,  what  art  thou  f  shapeless  1  doubting  ?  dark  t 
Uncertain  of  the  goal  to  which  thou  goest  i 
Kay  then,  I  swear  it,  soul,  thou  art  sublime  I 

BOSBH  m.  —  Suniet,  akich  deepens  IBwards  the  close  of 

dislanl  treta.  Atpace  cleared  in  the midtl,  ioilhaTii.de 
galloim  erected.  Hen  and  tcomen  dancing  round  it. 
Varions  groups  pasiiag  Beer  the  foregtouni.  Oaiii. 
and  Tire  Novtcb.  Orval  advanoes,  holding  the  Novice  by 
the  hand,  aho  follows  relmtantH.  Onal  is  enveloped 
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On  my  life,  mj  lord,  I  awe 
I  will  return  you  safely  —  if  myself 
Do  'siape  the  perils  you  have  put  upon  u 
By  tills  mosE  desperate  venture. 


Glance  of  eye, 
Or  tarn  of  head,  and  at  my  foot  thon  liest, 
A  buQet  in  lliy  sliull.     Sir,  I  am  armed. 
And  —  mark  me !  —  I  am  risking  ixiy  own  life,  — 
Tliine  hath  for  me  less  value  than  a  dog's. 


Hi !  .  .  ,  .  Ton  will  crush  my  wrist-bone  I   Zounds, 
Tour  iiand  hath  iron  daws!     IIow  must  I  serve 


What  are  those  —  dancing  yonder? 


Round  tlie  gallon 
Tint  is  the  new  dance  of  the  Uberiines,  — 
Freedom's  bolero. 
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snOBCs   {of  men  mid  women,  half  naied,  dancing 

round  t/iegaSoms  in  caps  of  Liberty], 

Bread  lo  cat!  bread  to  eat! 

Or  we  will  liave  heads  lo  gnaw. 

We  have  cooked  the  cooks  that  uioked  tlic  meat. 

And  so  wo  must  eat  it  raw. 


Is  neither  logic  nor  law, 
Hourrah ! 
Kings  hare  had  no  pity  on  us : 

Daneo  about  the  gallows  i 

Prieata  have  had  oo  pilj  on  us : 

Dance !  dance,  good  fellows  1 

God  hath  had  no  pity  on  us  : 

Danco  about  the  ^lows ! 

Down,  then,  with  God,  and  with  Priests,  and  Kings  1 

Enough,  and  too  touch  have  we  had  of  these  things! 

Dance,  dance,  good  Mlows  t 

OEVAt,  (to  a  girl  doiicing). 
Wench,  I  rejoice  to  see  thee  step  so  briEb. 
Thy  leg  is  stockingless,  —  bat,  'faith  1  't  is  sloot. 
And  jigs  it  bravely! 

God  a'  mercy,  man ! 
This  day  hath  kept  us  waiting  long  enough. 
All  my  life  long  have  I  washed  dishes  up. 
And  scoured  floors,  —  ay,  with  never  a  good  word. 
Never  a  Thank-ye!     Only  cuffs  and  kicks. 
And  offal,  when  the  dogs  had  had  enough. 
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Damnation  I  it  is  time  for  me  to  fcod 
When  I  am  hungry,  sleep  when  I  am  ti 
And  dance  when  the  whim  takes  mu  ! 


Dance,  girl!  dance! 


The  devil  on  it,  we  must  bodge,  my  torf. 
Or  jou  will  be  discovered. 


By  the  oak-stump  t 

Ay. 
That  is  the  Lackeys'  Club. 
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Cidzene,  pray  let  as  admire  ourselves  1 
Already  —  long  ago  —  whilst  blacking  boots, 
Even  till  oar  backs  grew  crooked,  —  long  ago. 
Whilst  curling  wigs,  and  powdering  noble  paKs, 
Even  till  oor  own  waxed  bald,  ....  we  felt  within 

The  glorioas  consciousness  of  onr  own  rights. 
Not  vainly  have  we  stood  behind  the  chairs 
Of  sage  Philosophers,  nnd  heard  them  tdk ; 
Whilst  stirring  up  the  choeolnie  we  served  Ihera, 
They  stirred  in  ns  the  philosophic  soul  I 
Not  vainly  by  the  tahles  of  the  great 
Have  we  been  watchers  :  secrets,  grudged  to  kings, 
Slipped  out  to  us.     And  truly,  if  we  cringed 
To  carry  the  bread-basket  up  and  down. 
Whilst  for  the  banquet  we  did  count  out  loaves, 
We  for  the  scaffold  then  were  counting  heads. 
Ayl  and  if,  when  we  poured  the  wine,  wo  smiled. 
It  wap  becaoBti  the  wine  began  to  smell 
Already  Uke  the  hlood  it  was  enriching 
!For  ns  to  taste  hereafter  I     Drink,  then,  all. 
Drink,   Citizens,  wilh   me  ...  .  health   to  our 
Clttb] 


.,,  Google 


THE  FOOL   OF  TIME. 


Health  lo  our  Club !  and  to  our  President ! 
For  te  is  a  Phiiosoiilier!      Drink  dciith 
To  alt  our  Maaiura  I     Live  Philosophy  i 
Live  Freedom,  and  (he  Bights  of  Man '. 


My  friends, 
1,  not  unworthy 
u  have  expressed. 


Broken '.  broken  are  the  bonds  of  servile  duty ! 

Burst  at  length  in  num's  aapremo  emancipation  ! 
From  the  boudoirs,  perfnm&d  sweet,  of  painted 
Beauty, 
From  the  langnid-lightM  balls  and  haunts  of 
Fashion, 
£Vom  the  satin-circtecl  walls  and  scented  ambers 
Of  llie  eleeb  and  wbispe^-s^varmillg  antechambers 

Of  dethrone'd  Royalty, 
And  the  primly  paced  saloons  of  Art  and  Science, 
We  tf^ether  are  come  fbrtfi  to  hurl  defiance 
On  the  Tictor-TOice  of  Freedom,  freely,  under  the 
free  sky. 
At  the  doors  where  courtiers  cringe. 
Slaves  to  every  crealiing  hinge. 
Creatures  to  a  gol  Jen  key,  and  students  of  a  lie  I 
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And  the  Eoldior,  o'er  his  sivonl 

Ducking  to  the  slave  he  serves 

And  the  king,  whose  kingly  word 
Shifts  each  way  his  terror  swer 


What  was  whispered  shall  be  shouh^dl 
What  was  trusted  shall  bo  doubted! 
What  was  honored  shall  be  scouted  t 


What  was  unknown  all  shali  know  I 
What  was  high  shall  then  he  low, 
For  such  secrets  hlood  most  flow. 


Ay,  such  filth  to  be  washed  clean, 
Blood  shnll  flow  of  King  and  Queen. 
Such  strango  sickness  n«yls  strange  ct 
This  is  our  Cr^.     Wliat  is  jonrs  ? 
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Excellent  company  1     Why  these  are  men 
Of  rarest  information,  —  fui!  of  mattur  ! 
What  are  those  voices  from  the  hill,  that  soand 
Like  wild  heasts  Iiowling  t 


is  tlic  Butchers'  Club. 


Hatchet  aniS  axe 
Shall  pay  no  tax 
To  any  king  on  his  throne. 
Whilst  bones  aJid  Mood 
Are  the  People's  food. 
So  keep  ye  the  blood  and  the  bone. 

Hah  ha ! 
Keep  ye  the  blood  and  the  hone ! 
Wo  arc  Tlio  Jolly  Butchers,  we  ; 
Our  purple  palace  the  shambles  be- 
Hither,  good  fellows,  and  sing  with  me, 

Morrilj,  merrily  sing ;  — 
Cntting  of  throats  is  a  rare  gooil  trade  1 

For  lore,  or  for  money,  —  't  is  all  one  thing. 
And  it  matters  not  if  a  knilc  be  laid 
To  the  throat  of  a  calf  or  a  king, 

Hahhal 
For  a  calf  will  bleed  like  a  king  1 
We  are  the  children  of  Strength  and  Blood : 

And  we  know  what  Wood  and  strength  con  d( 
It  is  we  that  find  the  People  food, 

Though  the  tings  provide  for  the  business  lot 

To  every  man  liis  due,  ray  friend, 

To  every  man  his  due ! 
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For  tho  kings  wo  have  slaughtered  the  calf  and  ox 

For  the  People  we  slaughter  the  kings. 
While  there  'b  flesh  ia  the  shambles  or  blood  o 
tlie  blocks, 
Tho  Jolly  BiilchermaQ  sings. 

Hah  ha ! 
The  Jolly  Butchorman  sings  ; 
Hatchet  and  axe 
Shall  pay  no  tax 
To  any  king  on  his  throne ; 
For  bones  and  blood 
Are  the  People's  food, 
So  keep  ye  tlie  blood  and  tiie  bono. 

Hah  ha! 
Make  much  of  tlie  blood  and  tlic  bone ! 


I  like  these  ffellows  better.     They,  at  least. 
Have  grace  to  leave  Philosophy  alone, 
And  spare  ua  tliat  vile  cant,  that  sickens  mo. 
Of  Freedom,  and  Enlightenment,  and  so  forth. 
Madam,  yonr  Humble  Servant! 


Pray  coll  her  Citizen,  or  Freedom's  Daughter, 
Or  else  Emancipated  Bondswoman. 
You  will  destroy  us  with  youT  old-world  titles. 
As  YOU  love  life,  be  careful  1 


Maiiiim,  quotha  1 
What  is  this  fellow  ?  Fy  1  0  thou  dost  stink 
Most  vilLmous  strongj  mctliinlis,  of  the  old  leave 
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'Faith  1  my  longuo  tripped  then. 


Man,  I  am  us  tlio 
A  woman  —  free  —  nnfetlcred  —  independent ! 
My  favors  I  distribute  withoat  stint 
To  that  sodeiy  whence  I  derive 
The  rights  I  exercise  in  doing  thus. 
To  all  free  men,  freely,  I  give  my  Jove. 

Harl;! an' thou  Irndstaol  such  afrosty  eye  . . 

Thou  art  a  sturdy  knave ....  I  like  theo  well  .  . 


And,  pray,  hath  tliis  same  society 
Given  thee  also,  worthiest  of  women, 
These  jewels  ?  that  gold  bracelet  ?  those  pearl  ei 

rings? 
0  most  exceeding  generosity  1 
0  rare,  beneficent  Society  I 


Tills  trash  ?  .  .  .  .  and  yet  't  is  pretty  ,  .  .  .  ttul; 

Suit  well  enough  tliis  sort  of  hair !  .  .  .  .  Nay,  the! 

Were  given  me  by  my  husband  —  I  would  say 

My  enemy  —  the  enemy  of  Woman  — 

The  enemy  of  Liberty  and  Love  — 

In  the  old  days,  ere  1  enjoyed  my  freedom. 

Kualands  are  MaLi's  aad  Wocnan's  Enemies! 
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l'"roet,t  of  women,  verily  I  wish  tliec 
All  infinite  enjoyment  1 

[Then  ;""!  on 
Kuowiwt  thon 
Who  is  yon.  soldier,  leaning  all  alone, 
I'  the  rocky  gronnd,  agninal  the  bliistcd  oak' 
How  (loth  ho  eye  the  setting  sun  i 

He  yonder  ? 
O,  he  is  Fortune's  soldier.  Brave  enough! 
But  yet  —  a  hireling.  I  do  know  the  man. 
Tho  Eevolntion  hath  employed  him  thrice 
In  divera  foreign  conncries.  He  hath  won 
Nine  battles  —  taken  seven  towns  .... 

Good  evi 
General  Castrocaro !     What !  already 
Planning  campaigns?  some  new  design  afoot? 


Fools !    Though  in  Freedom  ye  may  he  my  brothers, 
Iti  Genius  ye  are  not  my  kindred.     Go  1 
My  plans  are  known  but  by  the  victories 
Which  they  achieve.     Disturb  me  not.     Away! 


Hark  ye !  Take  my  advice.  Hang  up  that  fellow. 
Hang  him  to-night.  This,  trust  mo,  is  the  stuff 
That  makes  an  Aristocracy. 
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"What  is  this  ? 


No  beggar,  or  he  would  b 


What  dost  tliou  there  in  the  rank  tlitch,  poor  wreKh  ? 
Why,  how  now  i     Look  1  titers  is  not  so  ranch  skin 
Upon  this  mummj,  sir,  as  would  suffice 
To  cover  the  whole  compass  of  thy  valor ! 


This  knaso  is  strong  in  the  arithmetic. 
Hark,  how  he  adds  and  inniiiplies !     And  jet 
Methinks  he  doth  repeat  himself  too  oft. 


Accursed  he  the  Merchants  of  the  Earth  ! 
For  they  have  sucked  the  life-blood  out  of  me. 
My  fairest  years,  —  the  years  when  other  men 
Waudec  about  the  free  and  happy  fields. 
In  blissfol  haod-in-hand  with  her  they  love, 
And  breathe  Ihe  blessed  air,  and  the  fresh  Sowers, 
Till  they  Mess  God  that  they  are  young,  and  live, 
And  do  enjoy  the  joyfulness  of  living,  — 
I  crermore  was  wearing  my  dealh-shroud 
At  their  rapacious  and  remorseless  looms ; 
Coffined  alive  in  their  damned  factories  I 
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Driuk,  then,  tlie  eup  thou  clatthest  in  thy  hand. 
The  wine  will  jet  refresh  th«e. 


Laic !  loo  late 
I  have  no  stronj!th  to  lift  it  to  my  iips. 
I  liare  crawled  here  to  die.     Alas !  for  me 
The  Day  of  Freedom  diiwns  too  late.     I  cnrae 
The  Merchants  of  the  Earth  that  do  sell  silk ) 
Ay,  and  the  Princes  of  the  Earth  that  wear  it ! 
I  curse  the  Trader,  for  he  buys  men's  bodies ! 
I  curse  the  Courtier,  for  his  glossy  coat 
Is  woven  from  the  fihro  of  men's  iiTCs ! 
Curses,  and  maledictions  !  curses,  cnrs —  .... 
[Herf. 


Pah,  what  a  hideous  corpse  '.     It  stinks  already. 


Look  on  this  carrion,  miserable  hound ! 
Where  now  be  your  big-mouthed  promises  ! 
"Where  be  your  virtues  1  your  philosophies  t 
What  now?  the  dust  hath  claimed  fraternity 
With  your  free  brother.     Warn  the  worm  away. 
Lest  be  make  free  with  this  starved  inch  of  Free- 

For  he  is  Nature's  tyrant ;  and  it  seems 
He  loves  a  savory  meal.  Come,  Ciiizen, 
And  study  hero  the  porftct  simc  of  man ! 
The  EmancipatioQ  of  the  Human  llueo ! 
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NOVICE  {aside). 
Insolent  Noble  1  may  thy  carcass  too 
Rut  ere  'tis  older,  and  the  dogs  devour  itl 
(Aload.)     My   lord,   we   must  away  1     The   a 

bangs  low. 
And  I  am  sworn  to  give  accoant  this  night, 
To  him  tJiat  sent  me,  of  my  mission. 


Son  of  Fitedotn,  bid  good-night 


Good  night  to  thee,  old  tyrant ! 
I  do  salute  thee  with  a  parting  curse. 
Long  while  hast  thou  our  bard  taskmaster  been. 
Long  hast  thon  driven  ns  to  labor,  forth 
From  stall  and  shed,  —  to  sweat,  and  still  to  groan ; 
Thoa  only  smiling  from  thy  golden  chair 
Up  yonder,  evermore  the  same  damned  smile. 
To-morrow  shall  thou  find  thy  slaves  set  free. 
Now  to  the  devil  with  thee!  offi  give  place 
To  the  Dark  Ilour,  our  friend. 


Here  comes  a  band 
Of  peasants.     Wc  must  draw  aside,  my  lord, 
Or  wa  shall  he  accosted. 
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Forwards,  friends  I 
Yonder,  among  the  booths,  the  girls  arc  dancing. 
What  fnu !  d'  ye  hijar  the  fiddle  Bqueolt  ?  np  yonder 
There's  hccrand  wine,  and  cakes,  and  jnnkutjng. 
And  there  our  friends  are  roasting  fiDr  na  all 
The  oxen  from  the  plongh  !     Ilourrali !  honiTnh  ! 


Mercy  1     I  am  an  old  man.     Mercy !  mercy ! 

A  mam's  voice. 
Tho  more  sine,  then,  hast  thou  to  aJiswer,  gray- 

Tah-hft  !     0,  Kate  hath  got  him.     Take  her  off. 
There 's  ne'er  a  terrier  hath  a  sharper  tooth 
Than  Kal«.     She  '11  kiU  him  1 

Friends,  if  you  would  hear  me ! 

Give  haclt  my  lover's  blood,  my  lather's  curse  I 

Give  bock  lo  me  my  long  days  of  forced  labor  1 
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Give  b:ii:k  my  poor  boy  that  was  floggcii  to  death ! 
Give  back,  give  back  to  mu  my  daughter's  shnmcl 


Children.  ,  .  ,  .  why  I  might  be  your  father  I 

Indeed  I  never  meant  jou  any  ivrong. 
And,  if  I  did  yon  wrong  and  koew  it  not, 
I  do  repent  me.     Look  od  these  gray  hairs. 
An  old  man's  blood,  what  can  it  profit  you  ? 
Sins  have  I,  that  is  sure,  to  answer  for, 
But  which  among  you  most  not  say  the  same  f 
O,  let  mo  live !  take  anything  but  life. 
Pot  that  is  robbing  God,  whc^  gift  it  is  1 
And  I  will  give  you  up  my  parks,  and  manors, 
My  castles,  and  my  summer  villas  all. 
And  you  Ehall  have  my  biutif^,  all  of  them. 
To  roast,  or  hang,  or  anything  you  please. 
If  these  have  done  you  ivroug,  I  knew  it  not. 


If  JOU  talk  more,  wc  '11  put  a  pitchfork  through 

you. 
Come,  hoist  him  1    We  shall  miss  the  danclciy  >-Jso. 
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A  bluebottle  fly  of  Beelzebub 

Came  buza  on  tbe  hive  of  the  working  boea, 
"We  have  clipped  the  wing  of  this  gilded  grub. 

Their  Lotdships'  lordly  cflrtasses 

Shall  be  thick  as  straw  on  the  stubble  lands. 
When  tbeir  castles  bnra  like  farnaces, 

We  shall  have  fuel  to  warm  oar  hands. 
As  for  us,  who  are  hungry,  and  poor,  sad  cold. 

And  weary  enough  of  the  long  day's  work, 
We  must  have  fire,  food,  slumber,  and  gold, 

So  up  with  the  torch  and  the  three-pronged 
ibiki 

I  could  not  mark  bis  tbainres  in  the  crowd. 


Whoe'er  he  was,  I  care  not.     I  despise  him. 
For  ho  will  die,  a  coward.     Him  I  scorn, 
And  thee  I  loathe.    Move  on,  sic  1    Here  'a  a  patli 
Should  lead  us  somewhere.     Bali  i  some  day,  who 

knows  i 
We  shall  make  poetry  of  a)!  this  filth. 
Come,  sirrah  I     Do  you  hear  mc  ? 

ITkey  Uiso.ppear  mio  tin  forest. 
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Niglit.    Anatker  part  ofthefa'tt 

t.    Moon- 
Tv.m«ofa 

This  fine  red  foolscap  halh  been  lorn  to  taU 
Down  there  i'  liio  brushwood.     What  an 

atrauge  fires 
Among  the  ruins  ? 

We  have  lost  our  way 
In  the  low  thickets.     As  I  fiincied,  this 
Must  be  the  hsart  of  the  forest.     Those  red 
Are  from  the  allara  of  the  Kbw  Religion, 
Where  Amathusius,  iiiglitly,  at  this  hour. 
Initiates  the  DODphjles. 


Here  every  stop  is  on  the  chance  of  de« 
We  are  approaching  to  the  sanctuary. 
Cover  thy  face! 


Ay  \  round  these  steps  an 
is  of  the  Christian  World 
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Tumbled  in  apltaters.     Colnnin,  capEtal, 
Arch,  ehitil,  niclie,  scatue,  pedeslal,  and  plinth, 
A  heap  of  undiGtingnishable  eiones ! 
My  heel  elrikes  on  the  images  ofsainte. 
Shnrp  morsels  of  stained  glass,  the  costly  work 
Of  noble  masters  who  prMsed  God  with  power. 
And  worshipped  as  they  worked,  where'er  I  walk 
Crackle  and  fly  to  bits  t)eueBth  my  foot. 
The  moon,  it  seems,  too,  dare  not  look  this  way. 
Have  a  care,  sirrah,  how  you  pick  your  steps ! 
Here  't  ie  pitch  dark. 

This  should  have  been  some  cloister 
Oaee,  —  by  the  clammy  travertine  that  peels 
Under  my  finger  from  the  crumbled  wall. 
Pah  I  .  .  .   .  and  the  frescos  here,  do  they  sweat 

My  band  is  wet! 

Thank  Heaven !  a  gleam  of  hglit 
Shows  yonder  grating  like  the  bars  of  Hell. 
What  have  we  here  J     A  marble  warrior  sleeping 
Upon  a  marble  tomb.     He  bath  not  waked. 
Though  OR  his  head  the  roof  hath  fallen  down. 
He  muBt  have  fought  hard  to  deserve  such  rest. 
To  Bleep  thus  were  to  be  supremely  blest ! 
For  he  that  sleeps,  sleeps  for  himself;  hut  he 
That  wakoth,  kaowetJi  not  for  what  he  wakes. 


Forty  days  and  forty  nights 
Our  people  toiled  here  at  the  axe  and  crow-bar. 
We  have  destroyed  the  last  of  all  the  churches. 
This  was  the  graveyard. 


.,,  Google 


'OOL    OF    TIME. 


Men  of  the  new  times, 
Tour  songs  delight  me  not!     Before,  tehind, 
Here  —  there  —  and  everywhere,  where'er  I  gaae, 
Dimlj  I  see  faint  shadows  and  pale  lights, 
That  pass  and  wander  iJl  among  these  ruins  : 
From  place  to  plac;o  thej  float  on  the  night  winds : 
The;  hover  to  and  (ro,  and  lind  no  rest, 
But,  with  an  ever-wavering  motion,  mix 
Thar  lifeless  ghosts  among  the  living  throng 
Of  men  and  women  fonder.     This  night's  heart 
Must  have  a  guilty  conscience  1     Pause  we  here. 


FitA  Voux.  Hail,  Brothers,  in  the  nameof  Liberty! 
Semod  Voice.  Hail,  Brothers,  by  the  baptism  of 

Third  Viatx..  Hail,  Brothers,  to  Ihe  Light  of  Bea- 

son,  hail  I 
FoariK  Foice.  Haste !  haste,  or  ye  will  be  too  late  ! 

The  Priests 
Of  Liberty  have  all  her  altars  lit. 
The  Paalm  of  Liberty  is  chanting  now. 
Haste,  Brothers,  haste ! 


We  must  push  onwards  now.     No  help  for  it! 
The  vast  crowd,  swarming  all  this  way,  shuts  fast 
Each  outlet  in  our  rear.     Pray,  pray  be  cautious  1 
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Dilated,  and  by  smoky  yapors  cnrled 
Laocoon-like,  looks  risen  from  ont  the  fice  ? 
Red-lit  by  those  infernal  flames,  Ma  fece 
Is  as  a  fallen  angel's.     And  his  Toice, 
Blown  hoarse  this  way  upon  the  gusly  dark. 
Is  like  a  madioBii's. 


That  [s  AmaChusius, 
The  inspired  Prophet  of  the  Future.     Bound  him 
Behold  his  priests,  —  philosophers,  and  poets. 
Musicians,  artists,  writers  ;  —  at  their  feet, 
The  new-made  votaries,  —  naked  girls  and  boys. 


Daaghler  of  Liberty, 
Arise  !  approach !  come  to  her  Prophet's  breast  t 
Come  naked !  come  thou  freo  from  shame,  and  free 
From  ancient  prejudice.     Thou,  chosen  first, 
Free  Bride  of  Free  Humanity  1     Deep,  deep, 
I  drink  the  floated  odors  of  thy  hair ! 
Sweet,  sweet  I     I  drain  the  red  love  of  thy  lip  1 
Daughter  of  Idbcrfv,  upon  thy  hrow 
The  goddtss  seals  this  eonsecratiDg  kisa  I 
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JJehold !      I  Bprcail  mine  arms  out  on  the  mr 
-each  thee,  O  Beloved  !...,!  feint  —  I  fall— 
ant  with  passion  at  thy  feet !     I  ivrilhe  — 
grovel  at  ^y  throne !....!  burn !  I  burn  1 


The  poor  wrel/^h  is,  indeed,  i 


Behold, 
I  am  iransfignred,  thrilled,  beatified  ! 
Daughter  of  Liberty,  ftom  thine  embrace 
I  gather  inspiration.     Iloarfcen,  all ! 
I  am  aboat  to  prophesy. 


The  girl 
lias  fallen  on  the  flint,  now,  in  a  fit. 
Abominable  profanation  ! 
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Lo  now!  we  twain,  my  delicate  white  witch. 
We  are  the  breathing  symbols  of  a  world 
Ennobled,  and  regenerated.     Mark! 
Around  os  are  tbe  mins  everywhere 
Of  a  benighted,  but  abolished.  Past. 
Our  foot  is  on  the  altar  and  the  shrine 
Of  a  deposed  Divinity.     Rejoice, 
All  ye  10  whom,  in  ue,  hath  been  revealed 
The  bridals  of  Ihe  Better  Day  1    Rejoice ! 


Blessed  thou  among  women,  O  bride 

And  beloved  of  the  Prophet!     Lo,  v 

Thy  sisters,  exult  in  the  pride 

Of  ourselves  consecrated  in  thee  ! 


Hark!  I  proclaim  a  new  world!  a  new  God! 
The  People's  God :  tlie  God  of  Happiness, 
Pleasure,  and  Plenty  I     The  old  God  of  Sorrow 
Sinks,  with  the  ruins  of  a  world  of  tears, 
Smit  by  the  Light  of  Reason,  to  the  abyss  1 
Blood  must  wash  out  the  traces  of  past  pain. 
And  we  will  dig  the  earth  with  graves  to  hold 
The  griefs  that  have  been  walking  to  and  fro 
Upon  her  snrface  till  they  grew  loo  many. 
Those  that  would  save  the  altars  of  tlie  Past 
Sball  perish  on  them.     I  liave  prophesied. 


Destroyed  are  the  temples  of  Pride  and  Oppression ! 
And  tijimoriiaed  the  hands  from  the  bodies  of 
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Who  built  them  of  old.     Wc  have  ofiered  Priests' 
flesh  on 
Each  fane  whence  the  Priest  hath  blessed  Lib- 


Mine  eagle  !     O  mine  eagle  I  yet  fulfil 
Thine  augnriea  of  old  !     Mine  Eagle,  rise! 
And  of  the  bones  of  all  these  murderers 
I  vriU  rebuild  anew  the  Church  of  Christ! 


Are  the  Kings,  and  the  Princes,  and  Pricals, 

With  their  mitres,  and  sceptres,  and  ermine 
Who  preyed  on.  the  People  like  beasls  ? 


e  hare  made  a  elear  In 


X  slew  the  lirst  Mug  1 
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Be  ye  exalted,  in  the  day 
Of  exaltation,  men  of  the  red  hand  I 
For  ye  among  the  chosen  hate  beeci  chosen. 
And  ye  among  the  saioCs  are  sainted  most ! 


Through  miitnight,  a  midnight  bond. 
Do  wo  walk  the  troubled  land, 
With  the  knife  hid  in  the  hand. 


[Tte  Thunder  burali  overhfod. 
Hark !     The  free  elements,  the  everlasting 
Snblime  Deairoyets,  call  to  os !  .  .  .  .  ro  ns. 
The  Children  of  Destrnction !  we  that  are 
As  tlinnder  and  as  lightning  searching  earth 
To  desolate,  and  purify  with  fire  1 
The  I^orance  of  Nations  hath  aaciibed 
To  our  free  kindred  of  the  skies,  till  now, 
Copartnership  with  human  Slavery: 
And,  iu  the  voiious  fablings  of  maDkiod, 
The  thander  ever  was  the  slave  of  Power. 
!First,  antique  Kronoa,  then  Olympian  Zens, 
And  last,  the  Christian's  Triple  Tyrant,  claiiaed 
Dominion  of  the  desolating  bolt. 
Yet  is  it,  rather,  Nature  in  revolt 
That  frets  her  old  confine,  and  utters  forth 
These  revolutionary  voices,  dashed 
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Fram  the  deep  heart  of  discontent,  —  and  streaks 
The  sky  with  fierj  protest ! 

Wake  !     Arise  1 
0,  if  the  thunders  ever  served  the  goils, 
Then  serve  they,  now,  that  New  Divinity 
Whose  mmisttrs  we  are  I     But  they  ore  free 
Of  the  free  heaven,  —  as  we  of  the  free  earth. 
Tor  there  is  no  more  God  in  Heaven,  —  and  soon 
On  earth  there  will  be  ao  r 


There  was  a  time,  —  if  I  had  heard  this  noise 
In  heaven,  I  would  have  held  It  for  a  sign, 
And  cried  ....  God  wakes  I  Beware  I 

But  thon,  0  God, 
Hast  thon,  thyself,  in  thine  eiema]  toil 
At  setting  things  to  rights,  which  presently 
Go  wrong  again,  —  haat  thoa,  too,  lived  to  feel 
What  to  thy  creatnre  is  the  last  result 
Of  thy  grand  gift  of  life,  —  this  weary  longing 
Tor  utter  aelf-foi^etfiilness  ? 

Alosl 
Through  every  hideous  mask  of  yon  mad  dance 
Still  must  I  recognize  the  mocking  eyes 
Of  mine  own  hopes?  —  those  phantoms  of  my  youth 
That,  in  lilt's  unattainable  distance  seen, 
Once  seemed  so  fair,  —  changed,  by  what  wicked 

spell. 
To  gross  and  foul  realities  ;  which  yet, 
Even  in  their  basest  di^rattafion,  iieep 
(Like  &11en  and  degenerate  Spirits,  transformed 
Into  the  mimics  of  their  former  selves 
On  that  infernal  stage  whore  imps  of  Hell 
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Are  apes  of  Heaven)  strange  semblance  horrible 
Of  their  original  beauty ! 

Fearful  Shape, 
Whose  maniac  mouth  with  bloody  spnme  is  smeared. 
And  round  whose  Inrid  robe  is  License  writ,  — 
Fell  Antic,  marshalling  this  monstrons  Masque  1 
Art  thou  not  she  chat,  clad  in  glorious  beams. 
Fair  as  the  Future,  solemn  as  the  Past, 
And  far  as  both  from  life's  dull  Present,  once 
Stood  o'er  me,  murmuring,  "  I  am  IdBERTY  "  ? 
And  thou,  grim  Giant  with  the  gorj  dab 
And  brutish  brow,  methinks  through  all  disguise 
I  know  thy  face,  iJiough  tmrer  face  was  thine 
When  first  I  hdled  and  named  thee  Bbotheehood, 
And  with  rash  voice  invoked  thee  from  a^, 
Whom,  being  come,  I  loathe !     0,  Circe's  wand 
Is  on  HB  here  1  and  noble  Spirits,  that  sailed 
Bold  over  perilous  seas  to  wiu  life's  prize. 
From  heroes  turned  to  hogs  and  wolves,  with  howl 
And  grunt  prochum  the  moral  of  their  lives 
Whom  love  of  beauty  lured,  from  their  safe  home 
In  happy  human  carelcssuess  of  life's 
Eternal  incompleteness,  lo  pursue 
Impossible  Ideals.     We  are  ftioled 
By  time,  and  plagued  with  granted  prayers.   Hence- 
forth 
Let  man,  whose  realm  is  in  (he  Actual,  leave 
To  the  great  God,  what,  by  the  greedy  grasp 
Of  his  impatient  passion,  man  destroys,  — 
The  Ideal  Beauty  !     I  am  sick  of  hope. 

IT/uitonairtereaiei. 
What  1  jou  untutored  Spirits  of  the  Storm, 
Have  ye  learned  nothing  from  your  past  defeats  ? 
To-morrow,  will  yon  be  fast  chained  again. ; 
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To-morrow,  the  old  forces,  the  old  forms. 

The  old  legitimaW  anthoritics 

That  keep  things  in  their  pliices,  will  come  back. 

And,  taughiog,  look  ;uii  out  of  couDteniiiice  I 

Then  must  yoa.  be  huniilimed  much 

By  smiling  heftvens,  mocked  by  little  breeies, 

And  baffled  by  a  saobeam  I     Wretched  rebels. 

Roll  on  I  you  can  get  nothing  by  this  noise. 

I,  loo,  know  these  hyateries.     Be  at  pence  I 


Daughlfir  of  Liberty,  come  forth  !     Descend  I 
How  must  wo  march  onee  more  our  midnight  rotmds, 
To  institute  Destruction  in  the  House 
or  this  Old  God  chat  by  the  People's  voice 
HatJi  been  deposed.   Forth !  forth  1   Awake,  I  say ! 


For  thee ! ....  for  thee  ,  .  .  ■  1 
With  love  ....  willi  love  \ 


Who  is  the  giant  yonder 
That  bars  their  progress,  with  his  brawny  bulk  ? 
A  mere  youth,  yet  &  giant!     Mark  him  now. 
He  is  speaking  with  your  Prophet. 

Ilcil  and  devils  1 
By  all  that 's  desperate,  't  is  he ! 
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Thou  poor  pollroon!  hide  hero 

Under  my  cloak But,  if  thou  shakeat  thua, 

I  '11  atraiigle  Ihee  I 


For  mercy's  sake,  awnj- ! 


No  I  I  will  see  this  farce  oat  to  the  end. 
What  are  those  women,  danuing  in  the  ruins, 
Among  the  smoolderiug  embers,  robed  like  queeos  t 


Those  yonder  !     They  are  Countesses,  PrineesEes, 
Great  ladies  that  have  left  their  wedded  lords, 
And  have  embraced  the  New  Eeligion,  here. 


Methinks  I  conld  weep  now,  if  this  were  not 
The  very  scorn  of  scorn  1     0  women !  women, 
Whom  we   have   loved,  and  honored,  ay  I    and 

Loved  with  :he  loyal  heart  of  honest  man. 

That  fears  no  falsehood  where  he  trusiB  all  truth  I 

Honored  on  knightly  knee,  with  tender  homage. 

Half  deified  with  ho'ly  poesies. 

And  held  unsnllied  In  the  secretest  shrine 
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Of  things  divine  within  us  1  ...  .  Served,  a!i  God ! 
Served  with  the  soldier's  sword,  the  poet's  pen. 
And  all  the  thousand  tianieleas  services 
Of  silent  adoratjon,  that  nmke  strong 
The  better  portion  of  men's  days  and  deeds! 
Were  je  not  motbora,  daughters,  sisters,  wives  f 
Out  mothers,  and  out  danghters,  and  our  sisters  ? 
And  we  almost  hare  worshipped  you  as  angels  I 
Why  then,  .  .  ,  .  why  then,  (Jod  bless  my  Grand- 

For  we  will  yet  be  merry. 


The  chancel  yonder! 

What,  then,  do  we  fight  fori 
Homes  without  love,  hearths  without  honor  left  1 
Veronica,  thy  pure  soul  is  in  Heaven. 
I  am  glad  of  it ! 


They  pour  this  way  ! 
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THE  PROPHEt  (advancing,  andto  Orvo!), 

How,  Brother? 
What  art  thou,  iJiat  dost  loot  thnssad  and  haughty? 
Why  art  tliou  not,  here,  iu  the  midst  of  us  ? 


I  am  of  the  Destroyers  also. 
Whence? 


My  younger  brother. 
A  vow  is  on  him,  not  to  show  Ilia  face 
Till  he  Imth  murdered  —  at  the  least,  a  Baron. 


And  whom  hast  thou  slain.  Brother  I 
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I,  then,  hast  thou  destini 
;  unslaked  steel  and.  virg 

For  thee  !  .  ,  .  .  if  thou  betrayest  us. 

Good  1  good  ! 
Here,  Brother,  lake  my  da^er. 

Brother,  mine 


Little  leg  to  little  foot : 
And  now  a  little  bodj  tn 
Little  face  \a  little  i^tur 
We  have  made  a  little  cr 


Next  a  little  elaiv,  to  fight  with. 
And  a  tittle  tooth,  to  bite  with, 
And  a  littlo  paunch  to  lit 
Who  knows  what  may  como  of  i 


.,,  Google 


Give  it,  now,  a  little  tongue ; 

And  a  little  word  to  utter. 
It  will  tidk  when  it  grows  strong. 

Hark  !  the  lipB  begin  lo  mutter. 


Make  it  little  wings,  to  fly 
Over  earth  and  oyer  ekj ; 
Wings  shall  sprout  on  cither  ahouli 
It  shall  soar  when  It  grows  older. 


Choose  we  now  a  little  name 
To  call  the  little  creature  by, 

And  be  sure  't  is  still  the  same 
Wben  it  waxes  siout  and  high. 


Nay  I  no  name  yet.     Let  it  be 
Naked,  nameless,  winged,  and  free 

As  the  Son  of  Cytherea 
When  to  Psyche's  couch  came  he  : 

Felt,  not  seen,  — a  young  Idea! 
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Away  !  the  breeze  that 's  in  the  tree 
Hath  wained  us  not  to  stay. 

The  dark  grows  thin.  The  birds  b 
The  dawn  'a  at  hand.     Away  1 


The  oight  is  ending. 


The  forest  will  he  emptied  it 


From  its  helpless  infancy 

In  the  film-eyed  agea,  we 
Hate  weaned  the  Human  Baee,  my  friend  r 

Nnrst  the  bantling  on  the  knee 

Of  divine  Philosophy ; 

Taught  the  child  its  A,  B,  C, 
And  given  it  a  name  and  a  place,  my  friend. 

Now  the  course  o'  the  world  is  free, 
And  we  are  the  first  in  the  race,  my  friend  ! 
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Like  a  long-delajed  ennriso 

That  all  at  length,  and  all  at  once, 
Leaps  among  the  cloven  chasms 
Of  the  Dawn,  In  sndden  apaams 
Of  iDextingiiishable  laughter, 
Till  all  the  wonder  orerrunB 

The  riven  East  with  red  surprise. 
And  every  cload  that  roolbd  Iho  skies 
Bams  like  a  blazing  rafter. 


Even  so,  though  sunken  long 

In  gulfs  of  darkness,  down  among 

The  old  benighted  centuries. 
To  our  invocation  wakes 
The  Light  of  Truth  with  a  heart  of  fire. 
Eagle  plumes  and  sanguine  eyes ; 
And  with  a  sudden  splendor  takes 
Earth  and  skies,  to  so  comprise 
A  whole  world's  long  desirel 


Like  a  trumpet  sounding  on 
Men  to  die  at  Marathon, 
Like  the  clash  of  sword  on  shield, 
Trintuphing  the  trampled  field. 
Clashed  on  purple  plaitis  Platiean, 
Hark !  from  hill  to  hill,  the  pieen 

Of  the  People's  Liberty ! 
Comrade  of  the  conquering  canso. 
Whom  the  gust  of  combat  draws 

Out  of  darkened  lands,  on  high 
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Pilgrim  from  the  lajid  of  night, 
SnperstitJon's  home  for  ages, 
Tbou,  lured  hither  by  the  light 
Poured  bj  us  npon  the  pages 
Of  die  ancient  Book  of  Life, 
Thou  shalt  oyea  with  a  ktiife 
What  vas  sealed  from  the  sight 
Of  the  schools  and  of  the  sages. 


Hark,  hark !  the  watuhdi^s  hark  I 
The  east  is  growing  gray. 

The  red  cock  is  ciowing,  hark  ! 
Comrades,  come  away ! 


Hail  to  thee,  comrade  1   hark  I  ....  I  drink  thy 

health 
In  this  old  skull  of  an  old  Saint.     Good  night  I 


.,,  Google 


HiBt !  hist !     The  moon  's  in  a  mist. 
Thfire  is  a  ghoet  walking  over  the  lea. 
Well  I  wiiit  wbat  be  hides  in  his  fist, 

For  he  matters  and  talks 

To  himself  as  lie  walks, 
But  he  dotk  not  wish  tliat  the  world  should  sei 


Oyer  wood  and  over  water. 

Hark  1  I  hear  the  howlet'a  daughter 

(He  liath  daughters  three  1) 
Call  her  sisters, "  Como  and  slaughter 

The  rats  in  the  hoUow  tree. 
We  may  do  as  we  list,  for  the  moon 's  in  a  mist, 

And  nobodj  now  can  sec." 


When  the  night  had  killed  the  da;, 
I  did  hear  the  lion  say 
To  the  leopard  .  .  .  ,  "  Come  away. 
Brother  leopard !  hero  is  prey." 


I  have  seen  the  Destroyer,  —  the  Angel 
That  heareth  the  iinal  evangel, 

Desceading  with  blood  on  his  wings, 

To  pnrehase  of  priests  and  of  kings 
The  earth  tor  a  burial-ground. 

To  bury  the  Old  Dead  God. 
He  surveyed  it,  and  measured  it  round 

And  across  with  his  measuring-rod. 
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As  tJie  dog-fish  through  Ihe  dark 

Of  his  dismal  world  doth  sail. 

Never  swerving  from  his  mark. 

Where  lie  tracketh  a  sick  whale ; 
Even  so,  do  we  go 
Up  and  down,  and  to  and  fro 
By  a  road  withont  a  name. 
With  a  meaning  and  an  aim, 

And  a  hate  that  shall  not  iail. 
Following  still,  and  stili  pursuing. 
Over  r^ions  red  with  ruin. 
Evermore  some  tings  undoing. 


The  wan  stars  sink  beneath  the  brink 

Where  the  eold-tided  day 
Whitens  night's  shore,  and  still  flows  o 

Faint,  but  how  fast  I     Away ! 


Kill  for  me,  Brother,  Prince  Lois ! 


And  kill  lor  ine,  Brother,  Duke  John  ! 
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Goodman  knave  I  we  have  broken  our  toys. 
Bring  us  the  head  of  a  nohlo  W  play  with. 
Or  the  crown  of  a  king  ....  what  fun  I 


Here  'a  a  new  temple  to  build,  my  friend, 

The  Poopla's  new  Faith,  —  to  enshrine  it : 

And  we,  the  men  of  the  modern  guild,  my  ftiend. 
We  are  the  folks  to  design  it. 


No  I     Let  it  be  soinelhing  great, 
Stately,  and  elephantine  I 

Builded  strong  shall  be  every  column, 
Of  twelve  dead  kings  in  a  drcle  solemn : 
And  the  capites  shall  be  bossy  and  full. 
Each  boss  made  oat  of  a  noble's  skall. 
And  the  gory  loets  shall  drip  evermore 
Rare  trarery  red  of  ihe  richest  gore  I 
Art  is  immortal,  —  't  is  ti'ue,  my  friend  ! 

But  meanwhile,  sometimes  her  servants  starve 
Now  we  have  found  sotnething  new,  my  friend. 

Better  than  marble  to  cut  and  carve. 
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Silence,  cur ! 
Once  more,  once  more  ere  I  depart,  once  more 
Seek,  O  my  sohI,  to  compass  palpably. 
And  set  before  tbee  in  a  single  shape. 
Distinct  to  thougbc,  the  whole  circamference 
Of  this  infernal  chaos,  which  some  tiencl 
Frees  roaring  from  the  riven  womb  of  Time 
To  ovenvhelm  oreatioa ! 

What  bath  made 
This  braie  beast  tame  bath  made  me  tierce.    'T 

0  I  had  need  enough  of  this  strong  wine. 
To  wake  the  drowsy  heart  that  in  me  dwells, 
And  &t\ag  my  spirit  back  to  life  again; 
'Sot,  by  the  mass !  it  is  a  weary  world. 
And  I  am  sick  of  watching  ic  I  so  sid:, 

1  would  bo  well  conteot  to  sleep  it  ont,  — 
!Even  as  Ood  dotb  1     But  I  thank  ihee,  Scorn, 
For  diou  hast  mode  me  man  '.  Come,  Horror !  comi 
And  harrow  all  my  heart  I     Come,  bitter  Kage, 
And  wring  me  t«  the  nerve,  that  I  may  roar 
Defiance,  till  I  crack  the  sleepy  doors 

Of  Heaven's  indifferent  Justice,  and  break  up 
This  maddening  silcnco  !     Resoiutioiv  come, 
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Though  from  the  midriff  of  Despair,  and  raail 

My  manhood  up  in  iron  purposes  ! 

0  liir  one  echo  of  the  Fiat,  heard 

In  Heaven,  what  time  the  Sons  of  Morning  sang 

To  see  the  cosmic  beauty  of  a  world 

Forth  issaing  from  the  formless  infinite  ! 

He  that  ehould  ever  hear  within  himself 

That  word  of  God  re-echoed  from  the  Fast, 

And  save  thereof  one  syllable  of  Power 

That  man  would  be  ...  . 


A  littJe  God-Almighty ! 


Well !  if  it  be  not  mine,  —  the  nobler  part, 
To  heal  and  to  regenerafe,  —  be  it  mine, 
What  yet  remains,  —  to  crush,  and  to  subdae ! 
Ay !  when  the  lion  dies,  why  let  the  hees 
Build  houses  ami  maie  honey  in  his  carcass. 
The  lion  lives,  though ;  and  his  heart  in  me 
Is  beating  yet !     0,  svrift,  mine  eagle,  swift 
And  fierce  thy  flight  bo  ! 
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March !     Down  there 
The  torch-fires  dwindle  in  the  vaporous  dells : 
The  cries  and  songs  of  last  mad  night's  mad  revel 
Faint  otF  along  the  forest. 

Upon  yon  white  and  rolling  vapors  borne 
Amoug  the  haggard  Ibrest-trees,  wheni^  vet 
The  nigiit-dews  drip,  pate  shadows  passing  by  t 
Hear'st  Ihon  no  moan  upon  the  morning  air  i 


I  see  not  anything  but  the  raw  mists : 
Hear  notbing  but  ibe  tumbling  stone  that  ^Ils 
From  precipice  to  precipice  beneath  ns. 
Come  1  or  we  shall  bu  fonndered  in  the  fog  1 


Mourn  for  the  Dead  Christ,  monrn  ! 

Where  have  they  hnried  onr  Lord  ? 
In  the  heart  of  the  mad  world's  scorn  ! 
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Ah  God,  for  my  horse,  and  ray  sword ! 
1  will  hew  Thee  a  cross  out  of  ercrj  tree, 
To  crucify  them  that  liare  crucifiecl  Thee  I 

THE  SPIRITS  (passing) 
By  Che  shrini^,  among-  the  tombs. 

Was  Our  blissful  twilight  d«ellmg 

ThroL^h  the  glories  and  the  glooms, 

Did  OUT  bosoms  bear  the  swellmg 

Silver  psalm,  and  the  sonorous 

Autbem's  solema-chanled  chorus. 

And  the  organ's  deep  Amen, 

From  (he  golden  pipes  out  h  clbng 

Music  to  the  hearts  of  men 
Whither  shall  we  seek  new  dnelhng, 


Ah,  there  is.  no  telling  t 

All  the  world  is  changed  since  then. 
From  the  ewallow-swarm^d  steeple. 

From  our  homes  in  happy  bells. 
To  the  hearts  offeithful  people 

Over  Helds,  and  floods,  and  fells. 
Did  onr  white  wings,  mnsic-haunlsd, 
Bear  sweet  invocations,  chanted 

By  the  silver  Sabbath  chimes ; 
And  in  lonely  forests  daunted 

Savage  creatures  from  their  crimes. 
Now  our  homos  are  ruined  wholly : 
Now  our  haunts  ore  no  more  holy  : 
And  we  wander,  sadly,  slowly. 

Tenants  of  the  troubled  times. 
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We,  that  lived  among  the  gleaming 

Garments  of  the  sworded  Saints, 

In  a  rose  and  amber  glory ; 

We,  that  sailed  the  purple-streaming 

Pageant,  which  the  sunset  paints 

With  a  martyr's  mighty  story 

On  the  calm  Caehedral  floor, 

Underneath  Che  flaming  casement. 

When  the  day  is  downward  stealing ;  — 


We,  that  hung  and  hOTCrcd  o'er 
Angels  smiling  sweet  ama>%ment 
From  the  golden-misied  ceiling. 
In  the  glowing  dome  above ;  — 


Wo,  that  shifted  soft  surprises 
Of  alii!  light,  where  sinks  or  rises, 

Through  the  palely  pillared  grove 
Shade  of  morning  or  of  even  ;  — 


Now  upon  the  Hinds  of  heaven 
Lurid-lighted  with  red  levin, 
Hither,  hither,  dimly  driven, 

Down  the  darkness  do  wc 


Ah,  the  sun  rises '.  in  whose  goiden  beam 
Their  forms  are  molted  from  my  sight.     And  n 
They  fade  away  across  the  pine-tree  tops  I 
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There  is  Ihe  valley.     Yonder  lies  your  road. 


O  bless^  dawn  of  day !     O  blowing  breeze 
Of  ^be  fresh  morning  !  hail,  thrice  hail  to  je  ! 
Now  ....  Jestt,  and  mt  swoeo  I 

Here  fellow,  take 
The  symbol  and  the  thing  together.     Keep  them. 
Thou  hast  earned  both. 
[Thi-owt  a  pane,  Killt  Ihe  Cap  of  Liberty,  ta  the  If nviae. 


I  have  your  Lordship's  word 
Pledj^d  to  his  safety,  who  shall  visit  yon 
To-night,     But .... 


VOICES  {aiisiv^ng  jriym  the  vfdley). 
Mxsii,  AMD  ODE  swoEDS  I     Long  live  our  lord  ! 

Fare  thee  well.  Citizen !     Tlion  to  thine  own. 
And  mine  to  me.     I  do  not  envy,  sir. 
The  knave  chat  owns  you, 

Jcsit,  and  Maria  ] 
Jesu  Maria,  and  our  swards  1 

Friend,  welcome  I 
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Through  tha  deop  qaiotness  of  these  old  woods 

I  walk  unwelcomed.     The  offendud  flowerE 

Look  on  me,  like  the  faces  of  tost  friends. 

Yet  there  is  nothing  I  have  won  from  lilb, 

Nor  anjthing  I  yet  may  hope  to  win, 

Thftt  's  worth  to  me  what  in  the  winning  it 

I  have  flung  ftwfty,  —  tlie  friendship  of  such  things! 

THE  TOicB  OF  MURIEL  {singi'iig  fiom  the  heart  of 

the  jcood). 
The  ivy  hangs  and  the  violet  blows 

Above  and  beneath  in  the  bright  Juna  weather. 
J  breathe  the  breath  of  the  bramble  rose, 

And  I  and  llie  sweet  bh-ds  sing  together. 


O  all  that  'a  left  of  my  lost  youth  !     How  lite 
The  music  of  the  dirge  of  my  dead  heart 
Sounds  thy  glad  matin  song  to  these  sad  ears  I 


;,  happy  bird,  and  rebuke  the  world 
or  its  foolish  cares  and  its  empty  deeds, 
I  its  gods  of  clay  and  of  gold,  whose  curled 
[ot  tncease  Tophet  with  darkness  feeds. 
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Mine  eyes  are  shut ;  bat  my  heart  is  not 

And  my  spirit_/!d!s  what  your  eyes  see  merely,  - 

The  mighty  mirth  of  our  motlier  Earth, 

When  the  glory  of  God  on  her  faee  shinos 
cleaily. 


Poor  flower,  thou  know'st  not  thou  art  perishing! 
0  you  inexorable  unjust  Powers 
Tbat  moci  U3  with  your  seeming  leave  to  choose 
The  pa,lhs  on  which  you  thrust  us  headlong,  why, 
Why  have  you  ever  whirled  ray  life  away 
From  all  lore's  holding-places  i 

Foolish  child '. 
Chide  not  the  nucBing  hand  that  stole  away, 
To  save  ftir  Love,  the  toys  Love  else  had  broken. 


What  hath  Love  been  to  mel     The  Impossible. 

And  still  forever,  The  Impossible! 

Wliat  was  it  that  my  vain  youth  loved  1  a  dream, 

A  phantom,  ever  beckoning  me  away 

To  deserts,  where  it  left  me  lone  .... 
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Mystic  Voice, 
jt  questionings  answor  thus, 
Vliaturtthou? 


Wait  me  by  tiie  witch  elm.     And  if  thou  hear 
A  pistol-shot,  fired  from  the  Castle,  bring 
Thy  fellows  to  the  rescue.     Otherwisu 
Wait  me  till  dawn. 
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Yet  think - 
le  worst  of  all, 
And  the  most  desperate.     Thou  goest  alone. 
He,  in  the  centre  of  his  sticngth,  is  armed. 


The  Prince 
Of  Darkness  Iioth  his  commendable  pointa, 
His  eourteeies,  and  his  punctilios. 
We  all  must  trust  the  Devil  himself  sometimes. 
Farewell  till  dawn.     Ho  I  lights  without  there  1 
Watch. 

lExit. 
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Midnight !     It  was,  mechmks,  at  this  same  tiour, 

Upon  the  eve  of  battle  aod  of  death, 

That  the  last  Brntiis,  iftiie  tale  be  true, 

Beheld  his  Evil  Genius.     I  await 

A  like  enronnter,  haplj'  a  like  fate  ; 

Who,  ere  that  nnretnming  traveller.  Time, 

Add  Co  tost  hours  this  night's  now  neighbored  noon. 

Here  in  my  fathera'  hall  must,  face  to  face, 

Behold  a  bdng  of  no  lathers  bom ; 

A  man  without  a  birthplace  or  a  name; 

An  apparition  from  the  immense  abyss 

Of  nothingness  arisen  (who  knows  ?}  to  be 

Perchance  the  father  of  an  age  not  mine ; 

If  I,  lone  champion  of  the  kingly  past. 

Whose  ghostly  armies  are  (he  dead  aod  gone. 

Whose  baicle-cry  is  a  world's  epitaph, 

Now  fail  10  hurl  tliia  human  portent  back 

Into  the  blackness  of  the  bottomless  pit, 

From  whence  it  issues.     1 1    Ay,  there  'e  the  point 

Where  steailhy  thought  creeps  in  to  steal  the  heart 

Of  hardiest  enterprise.     What  is  my  blood 

To  consecrate  t     Or  is  it  yet  bo  well 

Worth  saving  from  the  slough  wherein  it  eiafcs. 

This  marrowiess  and  mifierable  frame 

Of  !.\Aaga,  that  styles  itself  Society  i 

The  nnkingly  tenancy  of  kingly  thrones. 

The  coalesced  and  concrete  egotisms 
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Of  CIhsb,  the  nnintelligence  of  Power, 

The  Church's  great  uncharitj',  and  all 

The  organized  hypocrisy  of  things  1 

Can  man's  wil  cheat,  against  suuli  desperate  odds. 

Nature's  remorstlcss  wisdom  1     Am  I  not  , 

Leading  a  eelf-aurreudered  host  to  fight 

For  an  alrea/ly-abdicaied  canse  ? 

It  may  be.     I  devote  myself  to  dpalh 

For  that  which  baplj  cannot  live.     So  be  it ! 

Why,  thia  is  us  I  will.     This  is  my  strength. 

This  the  respect  that  saves  my  self  respect. 

For  what  I  do,  I  do  because  I  must, 

With  manly  made-up  mind,  ibursquare  to  fate, 

The  deed ;  and  careless  of  what  is  not  mine, 

Fall's  dealing  with  it  after  it  is  done. 

To  calculate  the  gain  or  lose  of  it, 

Thatwouldspoilall.     What "s failure?  orsuccess? 

Nothing.     They  have  no  value  to  tliemselvea. 

They  are  base  counters.  What  gives  worth  to  them 

Is  just  the  BO  much  of  a  man's  own  self 

As  he  can  stake  upon  them.     Any  man 

May  be  a  martyr  to  whatever  cause 

Can  pay  the  price  of  martyrs'  crowns.     But  he 

That 's  martyr  to  his  faith  in  martyrdom. 

And  gives  himself  to  death,  because  he  desms 

To  die  for  any  cause  is,  in  itself, 

A  nobler  thing  than  any  canse  men  die  for  ; 

That  man  hath  surely  won  the  perfect  palm. 

And  I  will  win  it !     Were  it  possible 

To  contemplate  success  as  being  made 

The  measure  of  the  value  of  the  act 

And  its  prescribed  repayment,  I  might  panse. 

For  who  that  champions  any  human  hope 


.,,  Google 


THE  FOOL   OF  TIME.  j^j 

Through  life's  inhumaa  buttle  could  accept. 
Here  in  the  witness  of  Eternal  God, 
Uoscared,  the  dread  responBibilit; 
Of  being  answerable  for  success ' 
But  loyalty  to  fajlure  is  at  least 
Absolved  from  shame,  whatever  be  the  event 
Souls  of  mj  dead  forefathers,  ma,  an  armed 
Lone  watcher  by  your  knitjhtly  toroiw,  inspire 
With  that  undaunted  scorn  of  doubt  that  once 
I'  the  wonilrous  ages  whence,  with  duteous  riles, 
My  spirit  invokes  ye,  did  inspire  yourselves 
To  those  high  deeds  whereof  I  am  the  heir  I 
Last  of  the  lion-hearts  whose  lordly  life 
Ouce  filled  those  hollow  images  of  men 
With  helmcSd  heads  from  yonder  wall  down  bent 
Above  my  own,  —  sole  guardian  of  the  hearlJi 
Which  your  renown  makes  honorable  yet. 
Sole  resolute  remnant  of  yonr  race  and  mine, 
Fallen  upon  times  that  are  not  ours,  —  behold 
In  me  whatever  now  remains  on  earth 
To  represent  your  virtues  and  your  faults  1 

[Vlack  strikes. 
Be  nigh  me  now  I     I  am  prepared. 

HASTBB   AHVKBW  (en/GTini;). 

My  lord, 
Tiie  man  that  was  expected  is  ardved. 
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Sir,  be  seated  I 
I  thank  jou  for  the  faith  you  have  reposed 
la  the  reputed  honor  of  thiii  roof; 
And  thus,  after  (he  JasMoa  uf  my  fathers, 
1  pledge  my  guest. 


B  {taking  the  giAkt  mechanicidli/ ;  Ms  eye  still 
fixed  on  the  ormori/d  bearings,  ^,). 

Humph  I  ha  1  ....  If  I  miElake  not. 
Ton  daub  of  red  and  bine  along  the  wall 
1e,  in  the  Inngaage  of  the  dead  and  buried, 
Called  an  escutcheon.     'Tis  a  kind  of  painting 
Will  soon  be  oat  of  &shioo. 


Sir,  all  fashions 
That  go  come  back  again.     What  seems  thenewest 
Is  but  the  oldest,  which,  when  it  returns, 
Is  least  remembered  ;  God  having  been  pleased 
~  ....       if  mankind. 


There  spoke  the  son  o'  the  Old  Nobility  I 
I  know  the  man  ....  opinionated,  proud, 
Arrogant,  supercilious,  nice  in  speech. 
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Beckleas  in  deed,  self-confident ;  whose  thoughts 
Are  brazen  gods  the  braggart  Vanity, 
Thatmakes  them,  woriihips  ;  and  tbe  mm  Mmsel 
Her  ptoseljte,  praje  to  thorn  nevermorB 
Tban  wlien  no  soldier  in  the  field,  no  coia 
Is  left  him  in  the  cofier.     Desperate  men 
Are  ever  ftantie  in  their  truSt  in  Qofl, 
Not  finding  in  tliemselves  whcit  can  be  trusted. 
Their  foara  aro  fathers  to  their  faiths. 


The  force  of  forethrift  in  the  fear  of  want, 
The  force  of  honor  in  the  fear  of  shame. 
But  wlio  feare  God  of  all  men  least  fears  n 
Belief  is  nourisht  at  the  inothor  breast 
Of  Providence  :  the  beggar  Unbelief 
Lives  ou  the  alms  of  Fortune. 


Show  me,  then, 
But  so  much  onlj  as  the  nether  spark 
Of  that  fire-barbed  bolt  which  is  io  fall, 
B lasting  the  rabble  and  republican  heads 
Of  ou.-  Blark-uaked  unbelieving  host; 
Or  but  a  feather  of  the  wings  of  one 
Of  all  those  harnessed  angels  that  are  pledged. 
Upon  the  invocation  of  j'our  priests. 
To  smile  our  revolutionarj  ranks, 
And  ridse  the  siege  about  your  harassed  halls. 
Bid  the  bolt  fall,  or  bid  the  angel  smite: 
And  if,  hy  fast  or  prayer,  cross  signed,  hymn  sung. 
Or  any  other  pious  conjuring, 
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Thou  canst  compel  them  to  perform  the  task 
Assigned  them  by  the  priesthood  of  thy  taith, 
Be  that  failh  mine,  Lord  Orval  1 


Friend,  methiaka 
Thy  humot  lacks  originality. 
So  old  is  Atheism,  and  so  stale 
That  creed's  vocabulary,  I  confess 
That  I  had  hoped  speech  newer  from  the  man 
Of  the  new  epoch. 


Tut !  all  speech  is  trash 
That  lakes  transmitted  value  I'rom  the  man 
That  speaks  it,  as  from  what  to  speak  it  moves  him 
lie  takes  his  own.     Be  wliat  I  represent, 
Not  how  I  represent  it,  thy  concern. 
My  creed  and  its  vocabnlary  both, 
If  old,  are  a!so  new,  as  nature.     Cries 
Of  half  a  world's  intolerable  wrong. 
The  wail  of  anreqniied  toil,  the  moan 
Of  martyred  patience,  the  tnmaltnoits  shout 
For  knowledge  ftom  long-pining  %norance  poured, 
The  howl  of  human  hunger,  and  the  shriek 
Of  irrepressible  protest,  power  no  more 
Can  stifle  in  the  angiy  heart  of  man,  — 
Demanding  recognition  of  a  race 
In  prejudice  imprisoned,  dogged  by  doubt, 
By  fear  tormented,  and  by  custom  bound 
To  bestial  habitodes ;  .  .  ,  ,  all  these,  light  lord. 
Are  but  the  broken,  scattered  utterances 
Of  that  indignant  Truth  whose  creed  I  preach, 
Whose  hand  I  arm,  and  whose  retributive 
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BomiuioD  tminpet-Mngueil  Ihnvc  proclaimed 
Above  the  aaDihilaCion  of  thine  own  ! 
Thia  is  the  faith  of  millions  that  in  me 
Hath  found  a  voice.     As  for  myself,  iae  aa\e 
Divinity  that  I  acknowledge  now 
Is  the  all-procreauc  intellect  thai  rules 
This  testle&s  brain ;  whose  power,  wliace'er  it  b 
Suffices  to  give  meat  to  starving  mouths, 
And  hope  to  stricken  hearts.     Canst  thou  aver 
The  (Joil  thou  worehippest  halii  ever  been 
As  helpful  to  his  worshippers ! 


The  God 
My  sires  before  me  worshipt,  with  the  faith 
Which  ihej  bequeathed  unspotted  to  their  sot 
I  worship  slill.     And  He,  that  gave  to  them 
Power  and  glory  in  their  days  of  pride. 
To  me  hath  given,  in  mine  hour  of  trial, 
PaiJence  to  bear,  and  conrage  to  withstand. 


Nay,  then,  hut  I  wiEl  swear  thee,  by  the  book 
Of  thy  good  deeds,  thon  dost  a  devil  serve. 
Leave  we,  however,  tliese  absurd  disputes 
Unto  the  lliBOl<^ians  :  if,  in  truth, 
Tliere  he  yet  theologians  to  dispute  them. 
To  business,  noble  sir  1 


Speak.     I  am  dumb 
To  learn  the  cause  and  object  of  this  most 
Unsought  and  unintelligible  honor. 
Citizen  God,  I  wait  thine  oracle. 
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Ay.     Wherefore  am  I  here  ....  thou  askest. 


Nay,  sir,  I  did  not  qnestioQ  you. 


Proud  host, 
I  qaestion  then  myself:  and  to  myself 
Make  answer:  first,  because  I  wisht  to  know  thee 
As  man  may  know  man,  and  to  judge  of  thee 
As  roan  may  judge  of  man. 


Zicei  videre 
VirgShiai  ,  ...  an  interest,  Virgil  shared. 
Doubtless,  with  each  Kumidian  lion  last 
Arrived  in  liome  .... 


In  the  next  place,  becanse 
I  wisht  to  saTB  thee  (do  not  frown,  Lord  Oival ! ) 
As  man  would  save  man,  if  he  could. 


Save  me? 
For  thy  tirst  wish  I  thault  thee.  For  [he  second 
My  thanks  I  needs  must  keep,  sir,  for  my  God, 
And  my  good  sword. 
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Shriek  for  thy  Mood,     Sttoiig  hands,  gaunt  a 

ave  streteht 
To  seize  thee.     What  is  thy  defence^     A  few 
H^ndfuls  of  mGn,  ill  armed,  ill  fed,  a  few 
Ilandfnls  of  earth  —  scant  room  for   tall  in 


Of  sieged  thy  muniments  of  war  ^     Where,  most 
Of  all,  the  valor  of  thy  followers  —  troops 
They  are  not?     Where  the  inanlinoss  in  whoso 
Belialf  thou  doat  thy  manhood  aaerifice  i 
Come,  come!     I  talk,  inj  lord,  to  uo  blind  fool, 
Ko  blnndering  blockhaad.     Were  I  ia  thy  place, 
I  know  what  it  were  best  that  I  should  do. 


Well,  then  ,  ,  .  ,  hark !     Were  I 
Lord  Orval,  I  would  say  to  this  man  here. 
This  man  that  had  a  wliim  —  a  iriek  o'  the  heairt, 
A  start  of  nature  —  call  it  what  you  will  — 
To  so  think  of  me,  that  he  came  by  night 
Out  of  my  foeman's  camp,  companionlasa. 
With  no  guard  but  his  faith  in  my  good  word, 
To  save  my  life  ....  this  man  who  olfcs  me, 
In  the  frank  name  of  Friend,  a  title  won 
From  something  nobler  than  the  gewgaws  daubed 
On  yonder  garish  wall  ....  a  title,  man. 
Refused  to  thousands  that  revere  him,  even 
Aa  God,  and  follow  him  as  Destiny,  — 
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Were  I  the  man  that  you,  Lord  Orval,  see 
And  you  the  friend  I  apeak  of — I  to  him 
Would  sny,  "  Alliance  between  thee  and  rr 
Mine  army  I  disband,  my  lordship  keep, 
Lauds,  manors,  seignories,  and  titles  all. 
Upon  the  fiuth  of  his  full-plighted  word, 


Thine  ago,  Lord  OrvaH 


Whatsoever  age 
Hath  grace  of  God  to  be  the  least  like  yours, 
Inquisitor,  what  is  mine  age  to  thee  ? 


Methints,  if  nothing  but  the  timely  frost 
Of  life's  eventual  winter  should  in  thee 
Ohatruct  the  springs  of  nature,  thoy  have  jet, 
Ere  they  shoot  o'er  the  fall,  some  fifteen  years 
Through  which  to  flow.    For  lite  in  men  like  thee 
Flows  fast,  and  soon  Hows  out.     Thou  sbouldet 

be  young. 
On  (hat  pale  face  passion,  not  time,  hath  preyed. 
And  thy  frame,  firmly  masoned  in  the  form 
Of  noblest  manhood,  might  defy  decay 
For  yet  another  half  of  human  life 
Stretcht  to  the  longest,  if  the  life  thai  frcta 
Its  fiery  channels  through  those  violent  veins 
Were  of  more  sluggish  element, 

Soboitl 
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Ore  head  exempted  from  the  curse  of  all ! 

What  harm  in  that?     No!  live,  Lord  OrTulI  Uts 

The  last  of  all  the  nobles  of  this  land  I 

Keep  thj  broad  tields  and  thiae  ancestrd  halls, 

Thy  bright  excepted  title  keep.     To  us 

Surrender  but  the  drivellers,  dotards,  dolts 

Of  that  doomed  class  Ihou  canst  not  save.   Stand  off. 

Or  at  Hi^  side  stand  sale.     Leave  room  and  way 

For  the  armed  Justice  of  the  Kevolution, 

Whose  victims,  they :  whose  pontiflra  I  and  thon, 

Co-Ciesors,  partners  in  the  purple  robe 

Of  more  than  Roman  powet.     To  thee  I  pour 

This  first  libation  I 

Winks, 


Grant  me  patience.  Heaven  1 
Sir,  I  have  listened.     Are  we  at  the  end  i 
Each  word  that,  in  the  pictured  presences 
Of  nij  dead  fathers,  you  have  dared  to  apeak 
To  mo  their  son,  has  been  an  insult.     Wall, 
I  have  listened.   Have  jou  more  to  add  t    But  no. 
By  Heaven,  Citizen  General,  forbear  I 
Patjence  is  human,  and  must  end  at  last. 
Inflict  no  more  upon  my  knowledge  that 
You  stand  here  safe,  air,  in  my  knightly  word. 
And  under  the  asylum  of  my  roof. 


Thy  roof!  thy  word!     O  Pride,  thou  hast  many 

What  ?  with  the  old  and  tattered  rags  long  dropt 
From  the  broad  banner  of  Humanity, 
Thiuk'st  thoa  to  patch  and  purfle  and  trick  out 
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The  nakfd  Vanitj  that  still  goes  bare? 

Tinsel !  still  tinsci  I  itnd  still  ehama  behind  1 

Man,  man,  [here  's  life  in  that  fast-snelling  vein, 

Warm  life  in  that  flasht  brow  and  flashing  eye. 

And  jet  I  tell  thee  all  this  vigorona  life 

Thon  hast  toupieil  to  a  corpse.     Go  lo  I     To  raa 

Names  are  hut  nothings.   Dost'  thou  tliinli  I  wince '! 

No,  for  thou  caust  not  look  me  in  the  face 

And  swear,  by  the  oatli  el' a  gentleman,  that  thou 

And  thine  deserve  not  death :  and,  after  death,  — 

Oblivion ! 


Life !     Viciofy !     Hearken  why. 
There  's  but  one  law  of  things  immutable, 
InviDKible.     '1'  is  that  which  doth  compel 
The  world  to  pass  out  of  otie  phase  of  Hfe 
Into  another,  and  so  ever  on. 
And  by  this  law  already  lljou  and  thine 
Have  been  condemned,  as  old,  weak,  ovcrfiill, 
To  pass  away,  and  so  make  room  for  us 
Thatheyonng,  strong,  and  hungry.   Strive  no  more 
With  fele.      Vce  vklk  !     Yield ;  for  we  must  have. 


Ah,  boaster  1  sole  of  mortal  men,  to  thee 
Hath  Destinj'  her  hidden  mind  revealed  ? 
That  thou  shouldst  menace  me  with  victory  ? 
Thou  man  of  day,  thou  creature  of  a  cliancel 
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Not  less  than  all  that  are  of  woman  born 
Msrfi  for  the  first  hall  in  the  hallle-hour, 
Or  the  first  stroke  of  anj  aibre  slasht 
At  hazaril  through  the  caonoii's  smoky  breath! 


Do  not  deceive  thyself,  Lord  Orval.     Me 
Ffkte,  my  wise  mother,  head  and  foot,  hath  dipt 
In  the  inTulnorablo  lake.      Alon;; 
The   paths   1   treiid   Chfinee  walks  not.     Mortal 

1  scoro.     Nor  sword  can  strike,  not  bullet  pierce 

Me  that  am  mailed  in  Nature's  iron,  until 

Mj  being  shall  have  ceased  to  be  to  thine 

A  dread  Necessity.     When  from  my  path 

Hath  perisht  all  obstruction,  wlieresoe'er 

That  palh  may  lead  me  matters  not.     My  woik 

Will  have  been  done.     But  hark!     Time  mocks 


Man,  I  must  leave  thee  to  thy  fate.     Out 
If  thou  be  weary  of  thine  own  life,  still 
Thou  hast  a  son.     Save  him. 


The  safety,  s 
Of  that  pure  soul  is  in  God's  keeping.  Here 
On  earth,  the  sou's  place  is  beside  the  sire. 
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Away,  Willi  fuol ! 
Thou  knowest  not  what  pa&ies  here,  —  nor  eaostl 
Sir,  if  in  your  low  n&ture  there  be  depths 
I  fatJiom  not,  there  jet  are  heights  in  mine 
You  cannot  scale.     Keep  thou  thy  world.     Leave 

Tome. 


My  world  t     X  have  none.     I  keep  nothing. 
Slave  of  one  thought,  and  bondsman  to  ono  form  ! 
With  every  impulse  of  niy  will  I  make, 
And,  having  made,  destroy  a  hundied  worlds. 
Nor  can  thy  fiincy  image,  even  in  dream. 
My  mind's  unfrontiered  realm. 


Abortion  horn 
Of  Nature  in  decline  I  thy  boasted  sense 
Is  barren  to  conceive  what  is  the  strength 
Of  those  whose  noble  fixity  of  faith 
O'er  fortune's  fleeting  sands  is  founded  firm 
Under  the  present  in  the  solid  past. 
Look  yonder  on  the  images  of  those 
Whose  life  in  me  is  living.     Scan  their  forms. 
Their  faces  mark  I     On  every  noble  brow 
The  self-same  blood  is  eloquent :  the  same 
High  thought  shines  clear  from  every  kingly  eye, 
That  blood  in  me  yet  flows,  and  in  my  heart 
That  thought,  the  patriarchal  heritage 
Of  honored  lives,  is  resolute.     But  thou, 
Man  of  the  day  that  hath  no  yesterday, 
Wliere  is  thy  native  land?  thy  homestead  where  1 
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Thy  wandering  tent  ia  every  eyening  pitdit 
Upon  the  ruina  of  chj  neighbor's  hcaith, 
Tlij  raarcb  is  every  mom  to  rapine  new. 
But  home  or  tEiiue  ihou  hit^t  not,  wheresoe'ei 
Men  honor  yet  the  memory  of  their  sire^. 


Honor  their  memory  by  all  means  1     Well 
Have  I  been  studying  all  this  while,  mj  kid 
The  list  of  your  illustrious  ancestors 
See  if  I  have  not ....  "marked  iheirfaccs  'canned 
Th«r  forms "  exactly !    This  grave  ConncUlor 
Grilled  Jews  and  toasted  witches  to  the  taste 
Of  priestly  palates,  —  the  approved  head-cook 
And  caterer  to  that  cannibal,  the  Churth 
Well,  I  admire  the  beard  of  him,  and  praise 
The  barber'9  skill  that  trimmed  it     This  one  here 
Was  a.  King's  ChnncoUor,  and  had  in  charge 
The  Great  Seal,  and  sign  maauat.     They  served 

Upon  occasion,  to  forgo  docnmants, 

Falsify  acts  and  deeds,  buy  judges,  rob 

The  public  treasure,  and  appropriate 

The  private  property  of  lesser  men. 

Yonder  fine  fellow,  with  the  soft  black  eyes, 

White  rulScs,  and  smooth  chin,  only  seduced 

The  wives  and  dau^hteni  of  his  friends.     But  here 

Comw  next  a  Patriot  who  proudly  wears 

The  Golden  Fleece,  which  paid  the  services 

Of  his  sword's  hiring  by  the  Spanish  King. 

That  noble  lady  in  the  stainless  silks, 

With  swanlike  throat,  and  stately  brow  serene. 

She  was  her  footman's  mistress.     This  one  here. 
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With  such  a  glory  of  gold  curU,  and  soch 

Unstinted  revelation  of  rich  charms, 

Was  a  king's  concubine.     Behold,  -ray  lord, 

The  spotless  founlalns  of  jour  lineage  fair 

And  noble!     Bui  tlie  Judgment  Day  dcaws  nigh. 

And  0  he  sure  tliat  we  ignoble  men, 

Wliose  mean  task  is  Vi  ply  tho  rape  anil  axe, 

Shall  not  foi^et  these  most  illustrious  lords, 

Nor  yet  thair  worthy  offspring. 


Slanderer ! 
Son  of  our  serfs,  thou  liest  in  thy  throat  I 
Bad  not  my  noble  fathers  sheltered  thine, 
Thou  hadst  not  stood  betbiu  me  to  blaspheme 
Their  honest  names.    And  when,  from  out  the  herd 
Of  animal  brutes  they  had  for  ages  bten. 
Thy  base  begetters  did  at  last  begin 
To  emerge  into  humanity,  it  was 
Our  fathers  that  for  thine  huilt  churches,  schools. 
And  tjiught  them  human  duties.      Wretch  1   thy 

Shattered,  from  off  their  ancient  glory  falls 

As  once  of  old  in  fragments  fell  the  brand 

Of  the  black  Fainim  from  the  stainless  shield 

Of  Christendom's  pure  Knighthood.      Thee  and 

Do  I  not  know  je^     Sir,  I  hare  visited 

Your  rabble  eamp.     I  know  you  all.     Your  mad 

Philosophers,  your  atheietic  priests. 

Your  consecrated  murderers,  horrible 

And  sexless  harlots  ....  under  every  mask 

Of  your  abominable  devil's  dance 

Last  niglit,  sir,  I  deieeled  and  I  si;orned 
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The  face  of  every  wom-ont  villany 

And  wittered  vice  of  the  old  world,  smeared  o'er 

With  the  coarsB  barbarous  war-paint  of  (he  new. 

I  heard  jour  new  songs,  and  I  recosniied 

III  all  the  same  old  burden.  "  Blood  and  gold !  " 

"  Rapine  and  wrong  ! "    But  you,  sir,  you  yourself 

I  saw  not.     Why  ?     Because  you  did  uot  doign. 

And  rightly  did  not  dtii^'n,  sir,  to  descend 

rroin  where  the  folly  of  your  worshippers 

Above  their  heads,  on  your  dishonest  tlirone, 

Hath  raised  yon,  back  to  yoor  low  native  place. 

In  the  rank  Hlth  and  ordure  at  their  feet. 

Bteause  you,  in  joar  secret  soal,  despised 

The  dupes  of  yoor  imposture.     Wliat  remaios  ? 

But  if  one  spark  of  man  yet  iu  thee  burns. 

Look  on  mj  fece,  Panurge,  —  't  is  tlic  faeo 

Of  one  whom  thou  caost  neither  dupe  nor  daant. 

And  not  less  thoroughly  despise  thyself 

Than  those  whom  chou  despiaest. 

[He  leali  liitmelf  und^r  Ike  arnu-o/Afs  FamiVy. 

P4N0K0E   (WHSiVy). 

True.     My  world 
la  not  yet  in  the  actual  developed, 
'T  is  but  the  rongh  sketch  of  the  future  time. 
An  infant  giant ....  must  be  nurst  and  tonght ; 
It  grows  apace  —  will  grow  up  in  good  time 
From  cnbliood  into  manhood.     It  hath  need 
Of  nourishment — care  —  and  it  may  be,  too, 
No  gentle  discipline.     But  mark  me,  Orval, 
The  lime  shall  come  when  this  brute  world  of  mine 
Will  thoronghly  acquire  the  c( 
Of  its  existence  as  a  fact  in  tii 
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IndEsputable ;  when  it  will  ciy  oat, 
"lAMr'and  then  in  all  the  umTBTSl 
Of  Nature  shall  no  other  voice  be  loft 


And  then,  Lord  Orval,  from  the  hfe  in  me 

Thia  night  ineamate  shall  a  race  arise, 

Such  as  the  teeming  earth  has  never  yet 

Kearod  from  her  frgitfal  bosom.     Men  as  gods. 

Knowing  both  good  and  evil :  masters  they 

Both  of  themselves  and  of  their  home,  tJiis  globe; 

Which  globe  itself  shall  be  to  them  one  vast 

Palace  of  Pleasure,  by  tbo  Spirit*  of  Art 

And  Science  reared  into  the  golden  light 

Of  the  glad  time,  a  happy  fabric  fair 

In  the  wide-porch^il  doors  of  whose  serene 

Dominion  shall  the  elements  of  earth 

And  heaven  await  the  bidding  of  thdr  lords ! 


Thon  liest,  impostor  1  and  thy  strained  r 
To  hit  the  pilch  of  inspiration.     Slave 
Of  Reason,  she  thou  serveat  hath  sealed  n 
The  springs  of  prophecy  and  oracle. 
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To  thee  alone.     I  tell  thee,  iu  thiit  time. 
Mankind  shall  commanG  with  a  god  —  a  god 
Unlike  to  thine  —  incapable  of  death  — 
Wrenched  from  the  bosom  of  the  vast  unknown 
By  the  strong  toil  and  trouble  infinite 
Of  centurios  of  unappeased  desire. 
From  his  long  hiding-placo  in  heaven  at  last 
Tom  down  and  welcomed  to  this  world  of  theirs 
By  his  stout  human  children,  in  the  day 
When  man  shall  have  attained  tho  age  at  which 
Knowledge  of  Truth  is  man's  inheritance. 
Then  shall  Humanity  both  save  itself 
And  save  its  God. 


Blasphen 

Have  flowed  already  from  the  foam  of  time. 
Since  when  the  Gfod,  of  whom  thou  ieeiest  ni 
The  inevitable  necessity,  revealed 
Himself  lo  those  who,  of  his  earthly  sons. 
Have  eyes  to  see,  or  ears  to  hear.     And  ere 
Thy  birth  was  to  the  service  of  his  foes 
Permitted,  by  that  God  Hnmauity 
Hath  —  even  irora  thee  —  been  saved. 


A  brave  god  1     Count 
Tho  nigh  two  thousand  years  of  human  pain 
And  degradation  irremediable 
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Over  the  lost  dominion  of  the  CECsars, 

Above  the  rnineil  remnajits  of  a  power 

More  powerful  than  thine,  —  girt  by  fall'n  gods 

Nobler  than  those  thou  worshippcst  —  lall'n  gods 

That  dared  not  lift  tip  from  the  dust  of  time 

Their  hopeless  heads,  to  gaio  upon  the  feet 

Of  their  Excruciated  Conqueror  —  there. 

Once  —  in  the  morning  of  my  life  —  I  saw 

That  Cross,  and  Him  that  hung  thereon,  with  arms 

Outstretcht  to  east  and  west  in  the  embrace' 

Of  infinite  benediction ! 


Ball !  the  old. 
Old  nnraery  do^erel,  the  long  lullaby 
With  which  how  many  periwigged  and  powdered 
Respectable  old  women  have  for  years 
Bean  getting  off  to  sleep  that  ovei^rown 
Big  baby  the  Fool-Pcoplc !     Shake  this  heap 
Of  msty  iroD,  and  methinks  't  will  sound 
A  truer  note. 

[Strikes  the  amv/r, 
Bnl  thou  ?     I  read  thy  heart. 
What  bith  is  there  is  of  a  nobler  kind. 
loBten  to  me.  Lord  Orval.     If  thy  soul 
Hath  ever  loved  Truth  better  than  all  creeds 
That  seek  to  cramp  and  cannot  even  clasp  her; 
If  thou  hast  ever  followed  her  fair  steps 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Use  and  Wont  —  beyond 
The  perishable  aims  that  tie  small  minds 
To  small  successes ;  if  ihou  hast  ever  felt 
Thyself  to  be  of  God  created,  in 
The  image  of  Humanity,  God's  Son, 
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Thou 

Beyond  the  few  poor  eacthj  inches  spanned 

My  the  brief  sliadow  of  thyself,  the  vast 

CHpauiciea  of  Matare's  wondroas  gift, 

A  hnman  life;  and,  seeing  this,  dost  prize 

The  gift,  for  man's  sake  —  not  thine  own ;  —  then 

The  voire  that  now  perchance  for  ihe  last  time, 
At  the  laat  hour,  is  apealiing,     Orval,  rise  ! 
BJse,  soul  and  heart  of  Nature's  nobleman. 
Far  nobler  in  tlij  manly  right  to  be. 
Than  in  whawver  title  to  the  name 
Of  moaner  men  ignoble  Custom  grants  1 
Rise,  and  consider,  for  man's  sake,  with  me 
What  shall  he  done  to  help  Mm. 

ORVAL  {m  great  agitatina). 

Tempter !     Son 
Of  the  old  Serpent !  ....  But  no.     These  are 

dreams. 
The  first  man  perished  in  the  wilderness 
Among  the  brutes:  and  their  lost  Paradise 
Men  may  not  now  recapture. 

'  aw  have  I  hit 
At  last  the  ■weak  spot  in  Pride's  buckler  1     Fool 
Not  to  have  seen  this  sooner!     He  is  troubled. 
Have  I,  by  a  mere  blunder,  loucht  at  last, 
The  sensitive  nerve  of  poesy,  —  the  chord 
That  rounds  in  goldi^n  unison  with  hope 
To  the  man's  inmost  heart  ?      Vklnria  !) 
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I  too  have  dreamed  .  . 

Could  purchase  ,  .  . 

should  liave  it 

But  Qo,  tlie  dnys  are 


Listen  !     We  cannot  put  back  time.     The  dead 
Their  dead  innBt  bury.     Think  1     A  leech  forbids 
His  patient  lo  tRke  atiy  exercise  : 
Warns  him  that  movement  may  to  life  be  fatal. 
The  patient  disobejs,  and  walks  a  mile. 
What  think  yon  of  thnt  leech,  if,  lo  repmr 
The  mischief  done,  he  make  his  patient  walk 
The  whole  mile  btak  1  The  People's  sick,  my  lord, 
Yoar  ftiends  forbade  it  stir,     Bnt  it  dofs  stir ; 
Moves  forward  somehow.     And  its  doctors  now, 
Who  had  forbidden  it  to  move  at  all. 
Insist  upon  its  moving  back  again. 
Is  motion  backward  Icbb  injurious 
Than  motion  forwafd  1  * 


Ay,  there  's  the  point  t( 
I  sought  to  bring  this  talk.     When  two  wii 
Discuss  dispassionately  such  a  point 
They  cannot  fail  to  agree  upon  it. 
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Well? 


I  take  it  there 's  no  grounded  diiference 
Between,  what  on  the  surlace  Beeoi  opposed. 
Our  real  opinions. 


The  point.     What  kind  of  government  is 
GovernmenC  by  the  best. 


And,  sir,  if  jon  and  I  be  kaaves,  being-  wise. 

What  power  is  it  likely  we  shall  leave 

To  that  most  dangerous  clasa  —  the  honest  ir 


If  all  start  fair,  the  power  a  man  attain: 
Is  proof  of  his  capacity  for  power. 
And  never  in  the  history  of  mankind 
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Was  snch  a  field  for  power  as  I  have  cleared. 
Think  i  is  it  nothing  to  have  swept  away 
Parliament,  Church,  and  Aristocracy^ 
All  'b  even  now.     And  o'er  the  level  waste 
What  rises  but  supreme  necessity 
For  the  snperior  mind  and  stronger  hand  t 
for  men  must  still  be  goverced. 


You  grant  Chi 
And  governed  by  the  best,  I  say. 


So  the  old  obsoiete,  much-abused  devict 
Of  Aristocracy  has  yet  some  pan 
To  play  in  the  newsysiom? 


But  what  becomes  then  of  Equality? 


Think  not  that  I  euppoae  any  one  man 
Is  worth  as  much  h9  any  other  man- 
No  fool  am  I.     The  wise  and  noble-minded 
Are  worth  more  than  the  ignorant  and  base. 


.,,  Google 


THE  FOOL    OF    TIME.  345 

Equality  means  equal  start  for  sX\ ; 

Hot  equal  prizes  for  the  swift  and  slow. 

The  true  great  men  should  get  the  true  great  power. 


Yes,     Bui  grcal  men,  sir,  are  a  kind  of  fruit 
That  does  not  grow  on  every  common  tree. 
God  grants  them  to  us  rarely.     When  they  eome, 
They  come  to  power  in  their  own  great  way. 
Do  what  we  will,  by  nature's  forre  in  them; 
And  when  they  eome  not,  there  'a  no  kind  of  care 
Or  forcing  eulture  can  from  sapless  stocks 
Make  sucli  friiila  grow.     Sir,  no  philosophy. 
If  nature  makes  but  little  meu,  con  turn 
Those  little  men  to  great  men,  —  'tis  to  save 
The  little  men  from  being  slaves  and  tools 
Not  to  true  great  men,  but  untrue  great  rogues. 
Which  little  men  for  great  men  oft  mistake, 
That  the  Philosophy  of  Government 
Should  be  applied.     Science?  what  need  of  that. 
To  know  a  giant  when  he  strides  in  view  "^ 
Or  move  ou  swiftly,  mounted  on  his  back? 
Or  trample  monsters  i-anquiaht  by  his  club  1 
But  if  the  race  of  giants  be  extinct. 
As  traTellers  tell,  till  giants  grow  i^ain. 
Let  Science  help  ub  to  make  seven-league  boots, 
And  elubs  mechanical  that,  fitly  plied, 
May  in  ft  dwarfs  hand  deal  a  giant's  blow. 
Skill  eking  out  the  thrift  of  force.     This  Church, 
This  Parliament,  this  Aristocracy, 
Contrivances  which  Sinence  had  devised 
To  do  the  business  of  society. 
You  have  abolished  ....  what !  in  the  wild  wish 
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That  some  great  man,  who  liHS  not  jet  appeared. 
Should,  when  he  comes,  if  he  should  ever  come, 
Find  round  him  ample  room  in  which  lo  liy 
His  hand  at  renovating  ruin  t     Sir, 
Call  you  this  prospect  progress  ?     You  put  back 
The  world,  not  forward ;  leaving  all  lo  Chance, 
The  blind,  brute-beaded,  unintelligent  god. 
Placed  on  his  old  barbarian  throne  again. 
Sir,  better  to  my  thinking,  a  bad  King, 
Checked  bj  a  not  much  better  Parhament, 
A  loose  Nobility,  and  a  lazy  Church, 
Than  such  an  absointe  Chaos  as  yoii  make. 
With  no  more  hopeful  prospect  in  reserve 
Than  ultimate  Order  in  that  worst  of  shapes, 
A  single-handed  Despotism,  crowned 
And  robed  i'  the  natne  of  wronged  Democracy. 


Whom  having  crowned,  if  the  free  Many  then 
Should,  being  human,  haply  change  its  mind, 
fiepent  its  choice,  and  wish  the  chosen  One 
A  chosen  Other,  shall  this  most  free  Many 

Is  the  free  Many  free  lo  change  as  choose  ? 
If  so,  then  where  ia  your  ftabilitj  'i 
If  only  free  to  give,  hut,  having  given. 
Not  free  to  take  again  its  gift  abused. 
Where  is  your  liberty  ! 
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We  cannot  qniK 
Leave  time  out  of  the  account.    Men  must  improve 
£re  things  can  be  improved.     But  one  wise  man. 
Wielding  tlie  power  wliich  manj'  thousand  fools 
Haj  in  a.  lucty  momeuc  be  induced 
To  delegate  to  him  on  their  behalf, 
Can  in  a  year  improve  things,  more  than  they 
Can  in  a  century  improve  themselves. 
I  say.  Make  way  for  the  strong  men. 


Leave  room,  sir,  for  the 

To  live  as  well  as  we.     Alas,  Panurge, 

Do  we  not  strangely  seem  W  have  changed  parts  ? 

For  you,  my  Citizen  Guest,  htive  all  tliia  while 

Been  speaking  for  Aristocratic  Rights ; 

For  Popular  Privileges,  I.     'Tis  there 

The  hopelessness,  the  misery  of  it  all ! 

Ages,  —  perchance  a  hundred  years  ago  — 

That  might  have  then  been  possible,  which  oow 

Qui'  fitl«s  forbid,  and  we  made  common  cause 

Who  now  must  be  no  common  foes.     Too  late ! 

We  can  no  longer  understand  each  other. 

Never  forgive  each  other  for  the  past. 

The  hour  hath  struck  for  both :  and  both  must  tight, 

And  one  must  fall.     Natare  and  tiuje,  in  strange 

Conspiracy,  have  made  us  enemies 

Beyond  all  reconcilement     Now  farewell. 

My  Citizen  Guest.    'T  is  time  that  we  should  part. 

Hy  vassals  shall  conduct  thee  to  tby  irieuils. 
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Miidman !     Bo  it  so. 
I  am  safl.    I  would  have  saved  thee.    Tliou  and  I 
Are  eagles  of  one  fcatlier.     But  the  Ixilt 
Of  heaven  hwJi  on  thine  aerie  feUen.     Behold, 
In  yonder  purpio  Oriel,  while  we  epeak. 
The  sun  is  rising.     To  the  sua  I  soar. 


Adien,  sir !     Andrew,  from  these  halls 
Safe  to  the  outposts  of  our  enemy 
Escort  our  guest.     Adiuu. 

[Exit  Panvrge,  eacorUi  by  Andrea  and  Herman.    OrBat 
remains  loil  in  Ikaui/ht :  then  Kilh  a  Aeauji  sigh. 
The  spurring  hour 
Posts  to  the  bonrne.     And  this  fool,  life,  at  last, 
Chasing  the  future,  falls  into  the  past. 
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FIFTH   EPOCH. 


MAN    AND    FATE, 

BOBm  L  — Early  jHnming,  Inierlar  of  the  JbH 
chapel  of  St.  John.  Lofty  coiumna,viUh  jijcSm, 
yoTtins  the  nave,  on  either  tide.  In  each  n(nAe  ; 
armed  ttatue  ,  aai  the  Senators  nnil  chief  Eccteti 

their  rebel  ef  stale,  to  left  and  right.  Behind  1. 
through  the  ifacee  helweea  the  coluamt,  lie  rr.it  c_ 

the  backgrBund,  tj  the  main  altar,  the  Arehbiihi 
lealei  in  a  iptendid  chair,  gorgeoailg  clad,  anil  ha 
0^091  hts  kneee  an  aati^ae  iword.  Behind  and  ari 
the  altar  is  grouped  the  /  eat  of  the  Prieithood.    Oi 


HYMN. 
JI^SIN  the  last  of  thj  churches,  here, 
H^^       Of  thy  servants  the  last,  do  we, 
m^*    O  God  of  our  fathers,  revere 
^"SSSI       Thy  name  ;  and  we  call  upon  ihee. 
For  have  we  not  heard  with  our  cats, 

And  have  not  our  fathers  toid. 
What  was  done  in  the  former  years, 

The  great  deeds  of  the  days  of  old  ? 
How  the  heathen  thy  hand  hath  driven. 

When  it  planted  thj  people  in : 

How  the  nations  thy  wrath  hath  riven. 

When  it  cast  thtrn  out  in  their  sin. 
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Jd  thy  name  hath  the  refuge  been 

Of  onr  sires,  in  the  old  genemtionB ; 
And  or  erer  the  hills  were  seen 

Didst  thou  stablish  the  world's  foundations. 
Therefore  tremble  we  not,  neither  fear, 

Though  the  earth  be  removed  and  flee, 
And  the  bills  from  their  place  disappear 

And  be  sunk  in  the  midst  of  the  sea. 
In  thy  name  have  wo  bended  the  bow, 

Id  thy  name  we  have  girded  the  sword, 
In  thy  name  shall  wB  overthrow. 

And  scatter  onr  enemies.  Lord. 
Bnt,  O  wherefore  yet  sleepesi  thou  1 

And  O  be  thou  not  absent  forever  ! 
Hide,  O  hide  not  tby  &ce  from  us  now. 

But  arise,  0  Lord,  and  deliver  ! 


Nor  young  Alexander, 
When  he  had  conquered  what,  for  all  be  boasts, 
Lord  Orval  hath  not  conquered  yet,  —  the  world. 


Ay.     And  what  hath  he  done,  this  mimic  Mars, 
To  justify  the  godship  he  puts  on 
So  proudly  ? 
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For  ten  foemeii  fallen 
Buneath  his  sword,  n  huadred  of  his  own 
Have  been  most  rashly  wasted. 


Of  this  man  to  the  undeserved 
Of  U9,  men  noble  as  himself— 
Is  what 

Histl  the  choice 
command 

Behooves  us 

to  prevent. 

My  thought. 

Here  on  thine  altar,  Lord  of  Hosts, 
That  didst  to  me,  thy  faithful  soldier,  grant 
The  strength  to  take  it,  kueeliag,  I  lay  down 
This  banner,  pinckt  in  battle  from  thy  foes. 


Servant  of  God,  receive  this  sacred  sword 
Which  BouiUoa's  noble  Chief  in  Holy  Land 
Made  famous. 


Hail  toOrval!  Orval,  hail  I 
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Next,  with  the  bcDedictioii  of  these  hands. 
And  by  the  general  suffrage  of  thy  peers, 
Beceive  uf  all  our  urmies,  and  of  this 
Renowned  and  audenC  citadel,  —  the  laet 
Wfaence  floats  our  ensign,  —  the  supreme  eomi 
Whom,  in  the  name  of  all,  I  now  proclaim 
Ganeral-in -chief. 


I  protest. 
I  away  with  him  !     Hail,  Orval !  hail ! 


rrionds,  Fcllow-soldierB,  Princes,  Senators, 

If  there  be  any  one  among  you  all 

That  can  against  mine  honest  name  advance 

Aught  to  disgraoe  theehoiee  wherewith  you  grace  it, 

Let  him  stand  forth,  and  look  me  in  the  face, 

And,  lilie  a  noble  gentleman,  lay  hare 

His  pnrpose  and  his  sword. 


Hail,  Lord  Orval!  hall  I 
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Tou  do  accept  me  for  your  leader,  then? 


We  do  !  we  do  ! 


I  cannot  promise  yon 
That  I  will  lead  you  all  lo  victory; 
Ask  that  of  God;  bnt  I  do  pledge  myself 
To  lead  you  all  to  glory. 


Swear  all, 
Each  on  Ills  own  good  sword,  as  thus  swear  I 
On  noble  Godfrey's  saintly  brand,  to  Heaven 
That  hears,  and  our  own  hearts,  brave  freotlemei 
That,  long  as  in  our  knightly  hands  be  life, 
Blood  in  our  Teins,  or  in  our  bodies  breath, 
We  will  not  yield  up  our  fair  fathers'  faith, 
The  names  they  won  us,  or  the  lands  they  left; 
Su  swear  to  Uvo,  and  Bo  to  die  at  last. 
Dying  unsbamfyl,  when  He  that  gave  us  life 
His  gift  recalls,  —  of  hunger,  if  He  will. 
Hot  thirst,  or  else  what  honorable  men. 
Losing  all  else  save  honor's  self,  may  win, 
WoaniiB  that  grace  noble  life  with  noble  death ; 
Bequeathing,  if  naught  else,  their  fathers'  fame 
Fail'  to  our  sons,  —  no  heritage  of  shame! 
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ORVAL;    OR, 


lAeir  ,wprd3  and  kaeeQ 

O  Lord  our  God, 
Smite  wilh  thine  avengiag  rod, 
Him  that  sweareth,  if  he  be 
To  his  oath  forsworn,  and  theel 
By  the  righieons  wmih  of  Heaven 
Perish,  —  if  in  heart  of  craven. 
Head  of  truitor,  sool  of  spy,  — 
Treason,  fear,  and  perjury ! 

HYMS  {with  oi-gan  music  as  the  scene  doses). 
The  Lord  is  King ;  and  hath  put  on 

Glorions  apparelling. 
Earth  the  footstool,  Heaven  the  throne. 

Of  the  r*rd,  our  God  and  King! 
Let  God  arise,  and  scattered  be 

All  hi?  enemies  I  and  they 
That  hate  him  shall  before  hira  dee. 

As  smoke  that  vanisheth  away. 
Lord,  we  call  ihee  from  the  deep. 

Hear  our  cry,  consider  well ! 
Shall  he  slnmbcr,  shall  he  sleep. 

He  that  watcheth  Israeli 
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Who  will  surgeon  me 
This  gash?  I  bleed  lo  death.  Chiturgeon  ho  I 
Where's  Orval? 


Orval  ?     When  I  saw  hira  last 
He  was  surrounded  bj  onr  swarming  foe, 
But  tightiug  still.     So  lion  fiercer. 


Well, 
It  was  a  deaperalc  sortie. 


Desperate?  aj, 
Thej  shambled  us  like  sheep. 


ORVAL  [entering,  foltotixdbg  Andretn  and  vassals). 
Lost?  ha  I 
Who  said  then,  "  All  is  lost "  ?     What  maa  of  jon, 
That  in  his  heart  hatb  manhood  left  and  lii^. 
Dare  say,  "  All 's  lost "  t 


What,  Orval? 
I  thought  to  see  thee  amongst  living  men. 
Welcome,  brave  chief!     We  bleed  at  every  pore. 
What 's  left  of  us  ?     How  long  can  we  hold  out  ? 


.,,  Google 


1  that  cruel  man.     How  say 
Ms  bloody  hands, 


Mercy  7  ay,  my  lord  I 
Such  shameful  mercy  as  the  hangman  grants 
The  felon  that  he  gibbets,  —  a  swift  ond. 
Thy  father  would  have  scorned  such  mercy. 

Ah, 
Then  nothing's  left  but  to  defend  ourselves 
As  best  we  may. 


And  jou.  Prince  1     Wliat  say  you? 

Mj  lord,  a  word  with  you, 

[TAf  ^  vraiA  opitFt^ 
All  this  is  well 
To  pnt  upon  the  crowd.     But  jou  and  I 
Know  that  we  must  capitulate.     My  lord. 
After  this  day's  disastrous  end,  to  think 
We  can  repulse  Ihc  enemy  is  not 
Courage,  but  madness. 
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Hush!  speak  lower,  Prince. 


'T  were  pity  if  our  friends  ehonld  hear 
From  one  whose  name  was  honorable  once 
Words  thut  dishonor  it.   {AJaud.)  Kcmember,  sirs, 
That  unto  him  who  of  surrender  speaks 
The  punishment  is  death. 


Aj,  no  surrender  I     Death,  but  no  surrender  1 


In  the  north  tower.     He  ai 
All  day  upon  the  flinty  step  beneath 
The  iron  door  that  on  the  dungeons  opes. 
Singing  strange  songs. 


More  strongly.     We  are  weakest  on  tha.t  aide- 
See  that  the  wall  be  double  manned :  this  night 
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They  may  attack  us.  Go,  good  Andrew,  ere 
The  sun  sinks  from  our  western  outlook  mark 
The  enemy,  and  bring  me  word  of  Mm. 


There  is  no  Iftck 
For  princely  tables  in  our  cellars  stored. 
Broach  them  (he  best. 


beside  the  standard  of  Si.  Join,  wkici  ii  planted  on  the 

Yonder,  from  his  red  ramparts  of  the  west. 
Into  bis  black  and  clondy  coffin,  sinks 
The  bloody  snn.     And  yonder  spreads  the  foe. 
My  day  is  setting.     And,  like  thee,  O  sun, 
I  to  a  goiy  grave  am  going  down. 
I  too,  like  thee,  have  travelled  the  world  round. 
Bright  be  mine  end  as  thine !     When  we  are  gona 
What  shall  come  after  ?     On  what  world  not  ours 
Still  wilt  thou  shine,  and  we,  thy  peers,  be  dual. 
Who,  whiles  we  yet  were  living  souls,  to  thee 
No  homage  owed !     The  days  are  few  and  faEt. 
And  soon  I,  —  they,  —  all  these,  that  keep  the  forma 
And  semblances  of  men,  shall  be  dead  clay. 
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Wliat  matter,  if,  while  yet  we  are,  we  are 
ImiBOrtal  in  tha  moment  we  make  ours  ? 

0  solitude  of  sovereigutj !  which  they 

That  creep,  aad  they  that  soar,  aspire  to  leacb. 
By  no  base  crawling  gaile,  nor  no  blind  flight. 
But  with  the  firm-set  fboti;l«ps  of  a  man 
Whose  vision  measures  what  his  maoful  will 
liath  wadB  the  pathway  of  his  porpoaes, 

1  have  attained  to  be  this  day  eupreme 
And  paramount  arbiter  of  those  that  were 
My  seeming  equals  yeswrday.     Content ! 
Mj-  days  baste  from  me,  but  I  grasp  -mysdf. 

0  such  as  oever  in  the  time  gone  by 

1  waa,  when  through  the  dark  of  dreamless  nights 
I  watched  the  rising  of  thy  nebulous  star. 

Thou  phantom  Poesy,  am  I,  who  now 
Hail  life's  bright  bumine;  brief  Reality  1 
What  if  my  days  be  numbered,  being  crammed 
With  numberless  delights  t     And  we  will  cheat 
The  chary  time  with  memorable  deeds 
That  shall  outlive  him,  and  whiles  yet  he  lives 
Feed  him  on  passionatest  pleasures.     War, 
Thou  grand  begetter  of  immortal  men. 
Mate  thou  tliis  leau  life  big  with  burly  lost 
Of  glory,  and  tame  gotten  with  a  gust  I 

ScESE  ni.  —  Night.    A  ChatRber  in  tke  Fortrean,  in  the 
alep  of  (Ae  daar.    Another-  door  leading  (0  ths  ram- 

ORVAL  {entering  fioBi  the  second  door). 
A  hundred  men  fresh-breathed  to  the  redoubt ! 
After  the  battle  they  that  fought  must  rest. 
See  the  south  battery  armed. 
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God  help  us  aU  I 
ORVAL  {hying  damn  hit  arms). 
Bear  Muriel,  thou  hast  heard  the  barking  mouths 
Of  our  artillery.     But  fear  not,  son  ! 
Our  walls  are  stout,     'T  is  not  to-nlglit,  nor  jet 
To-morrow,  thcj  will  fall. 


Yes.     I  have  heard 
The  caonon,  Father;  but  I  mind  it  not. 
I  have  had  other  cause  of  fear. 


No.     For  I  know  thine  hour  is  n 


Mine  hour  1   Ay,  tcuee  K  care !   My  heart  to-nighl 

Is  light  and  vacant.     If  the  raven  croaks, 

'T  is  o'er  the  eorpsea  of  our  eueraies 

Wiiieh  we  have  left  to  feed  him  in  the  glen. 

I  am  all  thine.     Tell  me  thy  pretty  thoughts,  lad. 

And  I  wilt  hear  thee  as  in  the  old  time 

In  our  old  home. 


Follow  me,  Father, 
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MI3R1EL  (qpeni'jip  the  iron  door). 
Down  to  the  Dread  Tribniml. 

How,  boy?     Who 
Hath  laught  thoe  to  undg  this  ii-on  door  ? 
Hold,  Muriel  I  hold  I  this  gloomy  etair  leads  down 
Only  M  dismal  suhterranean  dens. 


Ay,  Father.     There,  where  thine  imperial  eye 

Bo  ray  in  the  etem^  midnight  finds 

To  guide  thy  steps,  my  spirit  its  puth  discerns. 

Follow.     The  darkness  to  the  d;   ' 

IHe  desufnds.    Orvai  snatch 


&M  the  lamp  which  Ortal  hi 


Hush,  Father!  hnsh! 
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Dost  thou  not  hear  their  vi 


I  can  perceive 
Only  the  gjant  shadows  to  whose  shapes 
This  wayering  fiamc  nuccrlaiQ  molion  lends. 


1  Bee  them.     They  approach.     One  after  one 
Porch  troop  they  from  their  gloomy  dens,  and  sit 
In  disnial  synod  yonder. 


Wretched  boy, 
The  nipht-damp's  giddy  cold  doth  fever  Uieo! 
Boy,  wilt  ihou  rob  me  of  the  little  strength 
Tliat  's  left  me,  who  now  need  so  much^  ao  much! 
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Assembling  to  the  dreadful  Judgment  S 
Wfaereto  they  summon  ....  ah,  lie  ci 
Accused ! 


Dost  thou  heat  them ! 


VOICES  {fainll//,  oal  of  the  far  darhiess). 
By  the  rights  that  from  wrongs  we  have  wrung. 

By  the  power  that  on  pain  hath  been  nurtured, 
We,  —  who  were  strangled  and  hung, 

We,  —  who  were  fettered  and  tortured, 
Limbs  that  were  galled  by  the  gyve. 

Flesh  that  was  burned  in  the  Are, 
Bodies  once  buried  alive 

In  the  midnight  and  miie. 
We  arise  in  the  fulness  of  time: 

And,  for  robes,  in  our  wrongs  we  array  ua. 
Who  are  judges  at  last  of  the  crime 

Which  the  sons  for  the  fethers  must  pay  us. 
For  the  guilty  too  late  is  repentance 

Now  that  we,  who  were  victims,  are  fares; 
And  Satan  our  t«rriblo  sentence 


What  seest  thou,  Muriel  1 
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ORVALi   OB, 

The  Accused!  the  Accused  1 


Oboy!  0  aonl     Must  (A™  ray  doomeman  bi 

THB  VOICES  [gruwing  loader). 
Sod  of  B.  race  accurst,  in  thee 
All  its  crimes  completed  be  ; 
All  its  powers  nnil«d,  all 
Its  grandeurs,  grandest  in  thy  Ikll : 
All  the  paESions,  all  the  pride 
Which  Itie  dead  Tast  deified  1 
Of  thy  race  the  last,  yet  first. 
Thou  the  greatest,  thou  the  n'orst. 
Highest  cro^™ed,  and  deepest  carst ! 
Fated  sod  of  fetal  sires. 
In  whose  glory  flash  their  fires 
Brightest  as  the  Uame  expires ! 
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Therefore  the  face  of  God  shalt  thou  sec  nev 
Evil  thy  course.  Damnation  be  thy  goal  I 


Son,  I  see  nothing.  But  methinlts  I  hea 
From  underground,  and  in  the  gloomy  ai 
Above  me,  mutterings,  menaces,  and  moi 


Biit  He  now  lifts  his  head,  haughty  as  tliine 
When  tlio\i  arc  angered.  Father,  and  responds 
To  the  dread  shadows  that  do  challenge  him, 
With  rosoluK  defiance,  even  as  thou 
When  those  whom  thou  despisest  are  not  weak. 


As  we,  in  our  wretchedness,  wrelchedly  thon 

Shidt  perish  unburied,  unblcst,  unknown, 
And  never  a.  tomb  upon  earth  shall  show 

If  the  dust  beneath  it  were  once  thine  own. 
None  shall  weep  for  thee ;  none  shall  pray  lor  thei 

Never  a  parting  psalm  be  sung, 
Kever  a  priest  shall  poini  death's  way  for  thee, 

Sever  a  passing  bell  be  rung. 
Swift  and  sudden  thine  end  shall  be. 

And  bloody  and  bitter  as  ours  hath  bcun. 
With  the  self-same  chain 
To  this  rock  of  pain, 

Yet  black  vrith  the  blood  we  have  bled  in  vaii 
Aa  thy  fathers  bound  us,  do  we  bind  thee, 

To  bleed  unpitied  and  die  unseen  I 


.t  last  1  see  and  know  ye,  Spirits  damned  ! 
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Whose  form  ? 

MCBIELt 

Thine  owtt. 
Thj  Eecond  self — thine  im^e  —  ghastly  pale  — 
Chained  — and  thej  torture  it.     1  hear  it  groan. 
Porgivo  me,  Father,  bat .... 

My  son  I 

This  night 
My  Mother  came,  and  charged  mo  ...  . 


Nothing  else 
Was  wanting.     To  the  threshold  of  Hell's  HaU 
Mine  own  son  drags  me.     O  Veronica, 
Implacable  Spirit !  and  thou,  God,  to  whom 
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I  have  BO  ofV,  and  so  intensely,  prayed. 

Is  all  in  vain  t     Away  !  down  here  i'  the  dark 

The  shadows  overcome  me.     Up  !  awaj  ! 

Back  to  the  light  1     Wliere  I  have  yet  to  combat 

Witli  hying  men.     When  I  have  lost  or  won 

That  combat,  let  wliat  else  remains  begin : 

Eternal  memory,  and  eternal  pain  ! 

THE  VOICES  (faiatiiiy  auxa/}. 

Becaose  thon  never  hast  loved  aught,  nor  ever 
Hast  aught  adored,  but  thine  own  self,  0  soul, 

Therefore  shalt  thou  the  face  of  God  see  never. 
Evil  thy  course.  Damnation  be  thy  goal ! 


's  life,  by  my  dead  wife,  no! 
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'Sdeath  I  but  we  'U  hear  this  honorable  man. 
Send  him  not  back  nnbqarii.  We  '11  hear  the  Envoy. 
He  comes  commiEsioned  from  Panurge's  self 
To  bring  us  tenns.     We  '11  hear  him.     Speai,  old 


Good  eitizen  was  I  my  whole  life  long. 

Good  citizen  and  honest  is  my  heart. 

If  I  hare  nndertaken  tfl  come  here. 

Graced  witb  the  confidence  of  that  great  man 

Who  is  the  People's  Ecpresentative, 

It  IE  because  I  understand  my  age. 

And  recognize  its  glorious  mission. 


Back, 
Unworthy  and  ridiculous  old  man  I 
Hide  those  gray  hairs  for  shame,  ere  I  forget 
The  weakness  ihey  should  honor. 

(Andrew,  hark ! 
Prithee,  good  ItnaTB,  find  Herman.  Bid  him  haste 
With  all  our  spears  tu  join  us  here.     Bo  swift.) 


Orval,  thy  madness  throws  us  all  away. 
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This  honesl  EriToy,  this  gqod  nohleman. 
Brings  ua,  I  doubt  not,  honorable  terma. 
Behooves  us  hear  them  in  our  own  behalf. 


a  '11  yield  the  citadel. 


The  great  man  who  hath  sent  me  grants  your  li 
To  all  of  you,  upon  the  jnst  condition 
That  joa  henceforth  become  good  citizens, 
And  recognize  the  age  in  wluch  it  is 
Our  glorious  privilege  to  lire. 


Well  spoken  1 
We  recognize  the  ago  in  which  it  is 
Our  glorious  privilege  to  live.     Wo  wish 
To  be  henceforth  good  citizens. 


Curs  !  honnds  1 
My  very  noble,  somewhat  foolish,  most 
Forgetful  friends,  methioks  before  you  were 
Good  citizens  yon  swore  a  certain  oath 
As  loyal  noble  men  to  die  with  me 
Rather  than  yield,  save  with  your  valued  lives. 
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ORVAL;   OR, 


One  inch  of  these  old  walls.     That  oath  be  sure 
I  shall  not  break,  —  nor  you  !     Good  citizens, 
I  mean  to  make  you  die  like  men,  although 
I  cannot  make  jou  live  like  gentlemen. 
Aha,  you  love  jour  lives  1  joa  wish  to  be 
Good,  citizens  ?  yon  recognize  (pray  howl) 
The  glorious  E^e  in  which  you  have  found  oi:t 
It  is  a  privilege  to  live  ?     Then  ask 
Yonr  tattlers  why  they  taught  you  to  oppress 
And  to  despise  all  sons  of  Adam  bom, 
Ungraced  by  what  the  despicable  lives 
You  care  to  keep  have  to  disgraces  turned 
Your  most  dishonoreii  titles '! 

Yon,  Sir  Count, 
Ask  yonr  half-starved,  emancipated  serts 
How  you  have  recognized  this  glorious  age 
In  which  it  is  your  privilege  to  live. 
And  you,  sir  1     Life  's  a  privilege,  no  doubt. 
Bot  how  have  yon  employed  it '(     Playing  cards, 
CorrupUng  women,  in  soft  foreign  lands 
Squandering  the  misused  revenues  jour  hard 
And  grasping  baililis  wrung  from  the  sore  toil 
Of  miserable  peasants  in  yonr  own. 
To  pay  your  joyless  orgies  1 

Yon,  my  lord. 
You  also  recognize  this  glorious  age ; 
In  which  your  special  privilege,  we  know, 
Hnth  ever  been  to  fawn  upon  the  strong 
And  trample  on  the  weak. 

What,  Lady  I  yon  too  ? 
Last  of  how  many  other  loves,  not  all 
Quite  glorious,  do  you  love  this  glorious  age  1 
It  was  jour  privilege  ~  but  have  you  used  it  ?  - 
To  tench  yonr  children  to  bo  brave  and  true. 
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lligh-mmdeiJ,  pure,  -—  and  eo  add  honest  man 
To  this  moac  honest  world  in  which  it  is 
Our  priTilege  lo  Eve. 

O  yon  great  gods  ! 
Mnst  men  he  turned  to  worms  liefbre  they  dis  1 
Death  is  before  us  ;  but,  like  soldiers,  march 
With  mc  to  find  it  in  a  soldier's  grave, 
And  not,  aa  felons,  where  tlie  bangman  waits 
To  trim  tiie  gallows. 

NOBLES  {whispering  lo  each  olher). 
How  can  we  rely 
Upon  the  promise  of  this  renegade  ^ 
lie  brings  no  written  word.      Report  avers 
Panurge  never  spares  when  l\e  can  smite. 


Ay,  that 's  to  pause  at.     Once  in  those  red  bands. 
Who  knows  what  worse  than  death  may  bo  our 


Men,  have  mc 
On  us,  and  on  jour  children  I  Must  we  starvf 
Yonder  there  's  bread  enough  to  feed  our  slave: 
Till  they  ba  fat.     And  Iiere  we  die  by  inches. 


We  '11  hear  the  E 
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Surrender.     There 's  no  holding  o 


I  promiBe  you, 
As  I  Lave  said,  jour  liberties  and  lives 
If  joa  surrender.     Pleading  for  jour  Bakes 
Who,  though  unwise,  I  yet  will  hope,  my  friends. 
This  much  hare  I  obtained  of  Ihat  great  man 
Who  with  his  confidence  halh  honored  me. 


Heucc,  hound  !  or  plead  for  thine  own  Ufo. 

IIo,  comrades  1 
Miss  not  your  mark  ....  you  Cap  of  Liberty, 
The  terror  of  its  worthy  wearer,  now 
Sets  shaking  on  his  foolish  forehead.     Aim  t 

[The  Enuoj,  ™t.s  qf. 


rind,  bind,  and  to  his  master  stnd  him  hack. 
A  moment,  gentlemen  !  —  I  have  a  word 
To  say  to  some  old  friends  here. 

Luke,  thy  hand  ! 
It  is  not  easy  to  forget  thy  face 
While  yet  it  keeps  that  scar  :  and  I  n 
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No  hnntsman  ever  handled  hunting  spoar 

As  thou  with  tbat  lefl;  hand  of  thine,     Ab,  Luke, 

The  boars  had  a  bad  time  of  it  when  we 

Were  somewhat  jounger.     And  hast  thou  fot^ot- 

That  day  I  saved  Ihee  from  a  broken  neck 

On  the  Black  Mountain,  when  we  could  not  lind 

Tlie  iKard  we  had  shot  t 

And  you,  old  friends; 
Faith,  't  was  a  lucky  chance  that  fired  your  Jarme, 
For  we  rebuilt  them  better.     Eh  ? 

And  you, 
Do  you  remember  when  to  onr  domains, 
Flying  from  your  bad  lord,  you  came  by  night  % 
I  think  jon  lacked  not  shelter,  aid,  and  food. 
Till  we  found  land  to  build  you  houses  on, 
And  fields  for  your  own  tiQage. 

Well,  the  times 
Are  changed  since   then ;  and  may  be   you   are 

changed, 
As  others  are.     The  ground  I  go  to  win 
Is  scant,  and  only  wide  onongh  to  hold 
One  brave  man's  bones.     Long  have  jou  followed 

But  now  if  yon  would  follow  ma,  old  friends, 

It  must  be  to  the  grave.     I  counsel  you 

liather  to  follow  these  most  noble  lords 

Who  love  their  lives,  as  donbtless  jou  love  yours. 

And  leave  me  here  to  die,  a  little  wiser, 

But  not  much  sadder,  friends,  than  I  have  lived. 


.,,  Google 


OBVAL;    OR, 


Sec  that  whatever  rests  of  meat  and  wine 
Be  shared  among  our  faithful  soldiers,  Herman. 
Then  to  the  ramparts  I    Friends,  this  br^gart  fbc 
ShaU  find  there  is  Eome  Ufe  lell  ia  us  yet. 


The  will  of  God  be  done  !     We  arc  all  di 


God  bless  Lord  Orval !     Wino  and  meat 


Orval,  we  curse  thee  in  our  children's  n: 


God,  curse  this  Orval,  for  our  fiithcrs'  sake  1 


i'  sake  we  curse  thee,  Orval ! 


Yourselves  for  cowards.     To  the  ramparts,  ho  ! 
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SBtsa  VI. —  Rampartao/ St.  Jitlm.   Corjiaet,. 
cannon,  ani  broken  arwi  acattered  over  i 

ditta  pasaing  rapidty  acroat  thr  stagi-    0. 


OBVAL  (sliealhiag  his  sword]. 
To  cooqaer  <langer  is  to  cooquci-  fate. 
We  have  repulsed  [hem. 


Our  last  carlridges 
Have  served  us  well.     But  thej  must  rally  soon. 
And  then  ....  There '%  not  a  pound  of  powder  It 
Among  OS  all. 


ORVAL  (iootjnj  overffie  yxdl). 
The  amoke  of  battle  hath  obscured  my  sight. 
The  glen  beneath  me  scorns  to  swim  and  sink 
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In  a  great  sea  of  blood,  and  yonder  crags 

To  stagger  Jiko  sict  men.     So  mnch  my  thoughts 

My  senses  have  confounded. 

[Seats  himself  i-n  the  ireach. 
What  avails 
The  short-lived  angel  of  ihis  little  world, 
Whose  name  is  man,  to  get  himself  called  great, 
If  after  a  few  years  of  noisy  life 
Into  the  eternal  EJIence  he  falls  back  t 
One  shoald  he  God  or  nothing. 

Ididrew  enters  with  Maritl. 
Andrew,  take 
A  dozen  trusty  men  of  mine  own  band  ; 
Search  every  cellar,  every  vault  explore. 
And  beat  hack  to  the  ramparts  and  the  walls 
All  those  whom  there  mothinks  that  thou  shalt  find 
SkulMng  concealed. 


All  whom  thou  iindest. 

[Exit  Andrea. 
Son,  give  me  thy  hand. 
It  is  the  last  time  that  iliy  father's  Kpa 
May  touch  thy  brow.    'T  is  like  thy  mother's,  boy. 
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What  said  she  ^ 


Thon  Shalt  be  with  ni 


Will  ray  strength  fail  me  here,  at 
Of  lift's  disiistroas  journey  ?  Oni 
Coorage,  tu^  heart  I  the  grave  is 


Child, 
It  may  not  be.     Our  ways  are  not  the  sarae. 
Sad  litttli  the  life  I  gave  thee  been,  my  son, 
But  happiness  nivaita  thuo :  anil,  among 
Thy  kindred  cherubs,  soon  wilt  thou  forget 
The  earthly  father  thou  shalt  see  no  moic. 


.,,  Google 


What  are  those  cries  1  I  iremble.  Hark!  they  come, 
O  Father,  aaii  the  bellowing  ciiiiiioa-moutha 
Prodaim  it ...  .  the  £osJ  Hour  which  was  foretold  1 
{Tht  nebln  in  iiso'der  are  driven  to  the  tcatls.pmmed 
by  A.ndrea>imd  Hirman.    Firing  and  ahoiUe  ailkoul.) 


On,  Herman  !     On  ! 


You  giro  us  broltcn  guns, 
Ko  powder  and  no  ball,  and  bid  ns  aland 
Harks  to  be  shot  at ! 


'Sdeath !      How  cati 
ie  shattered  walls,  unarmed,  half-starvu 
Back !  baek  J 


Back !     Whither  art  thou  driTiug  us  ^ 

OHVAL  [with  a  fetriUs  crff). 

To  Deatu  ! 
Son,  son,  one  last  embrace  1     Boy,  in  ibis  kiss 
Would  that  to  thine  I  could  aiiilo  mj  soul 
Forevcrmore !     But  1  begin  to  see 
The  way  that  I  am  going,     'T  is  not  thine. 
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ae,  my  Son's  pure  Spirit  J 


My  peers  m  arms!     Dead?     And  I  loved  liim. 

Friends, 
The  foe  ia  bnt  a  sword's  length  from  us.     Up, 
And  roll  him  from  the  tamparts  '. 

(r*e  ™ejBji  lieijina  to  apptar  overlie  balllemcnls- 

Who  's  for  Orral  ? 

An  Orval,  ho  1     Down,  Sons  of  Freedom  !  down, 

And  feed  the  other  nobler  birds  of  prej. 

An  Orval !  ho,  lui  Orval !   Friends,  have  at  them ! 

|Ej5i(,/o/^uieil  bs  all  lamultuoualy. 


NOB[,BS  {rusMnff  past  in  disorder). 
The  Bed  Flag  waves  over  ihe  Western  Port 
Fly !  they  are  on  us. 


Freedom,  and  No  Quarter  I 
THE  ™toy  (ofSc^^e  K). 
That  is  the  chief  lieutenant  of  Lord  Orval. 
You  know  mc,  all,  an  honest  citizen. 
The  scoundrel  beat,  and  did  misuse  me  vilely, 
When  fur  the  People's  Canso  I  pleaded  here. 

a  blood-thirsty  knave.     I  say,  he  beat  ms. 


Down  with  him,  honest  c 
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The  wrewh  will  kill  me.     IIclp,  good  citizens  1 


That  mac  shot  Ralph.     We  saw  him  on  llio  wall. 
Down  with  the  grayiieard !      Freedom,  and  No 
Quarter! 

\fHgktlng,    Andrew  fall!.    Tkey  pass  on. 

ORVAL  {enteraig,  covered  v!ith  bloiid,  his  siforddmvjn). 


Thou  bleedest^ 


Ay,  to  dcatli. 

O  brave,  and  true  ! 
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I  'II  leave  thee  not. 


All  thai  'a  left 
Of  Orval,  gallant  soldier,  I  give  thee 
In  these  true  tears.      There 's  no  one  lelt  on  earth 
To  ahed  such  tears  for  me. 


I  am  past  help  of  all 
Save  the  great  God  intt>  whose  hand  I  fall. 
Look  to  thyself.     There  '3  that  npon  thy  soal 
I  would  not  have  on  mine  for  all  the  glory 
Of  all  the  kingdoma  of  the  world. 

[D, 

OKVAL  {Jlinrfisg  his  sward  uver  llie  wall). 

Go  also  thou,  last  trusty  friend !  No  more 
Shall  Orval  need  thy  service.  We  go  hence 
As  naked  as  we  came.     Now  nothing's  left 
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Here  all 's  bare. 
The  foe  returns  not.     We  will  rest  awhile. 
This  Is  as  goodli  height  as  any  other 
From  which  to  look  back  od  tlie  broken  world 
Which  I  have  thrown  behind  me,  and  consider 
What  sort  of  thing  it  was.     Hark  !  now  again 
The  cry  conies  this  way.     Ha!   from  the  North 

The  red  flag  flotteta.     'T  is  my  name  they  calL 
The  rabble  slirieks  for  Orval.     Bloodhounds  base, 
Hare  jou  no  ecent?     Here  is  your  noble  quarryl 
(S/uHitingJrom  the  wall.)     Orval  is  herel     Behold 

me.     I  am  Orval  I 
But  ye  are  not  ray  judges,  wretched  grains 
Of  most  ignoble  dost  which  the  wild  wind 
Of  aimless  accident  awhile  blows  up, 
Nor  yet  my  doomsmen.     By  no  mortal  hand 
Dies  Orval. 

Earth,  take  back  whatc'er  of  thine 
Held  for  a  while  this  yet  unconqucred  Spirit, 
Which  now  goes  hence.     All  mine  eternity 
1  see  before  me, . —  black  and  terrible, 
And,  in  the  midst,  God,  like  a  snn  that  bums 
iPorever,  lighting  nothing.    Farewell,  world  I 
Eeceive  me,  thou,  my  native  element. 
Into  whose  vast  and  sombre  depths,  thns,  thus. 
With  outstretcht  arms  and  opened  spirit,  I  plange  I 
(He  leapa/Tom  Ihe  imUl,  and  disappears  into  the  abyss 
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fmmyia— Interior  Conn  1^  the  ForirfJs.  Flmmh 
of  Trumpfls.  The  coKfluerf li  Nobler,  wlh  their  icina 
and  children,  are  led  in,  chained,    Afttr  then,  Pa- 

EpBch  ir.,Scene  III.},  ond  other  Remlutianar^  CAie/a. 
With  themt  the  £ni>r>]/. 

PANUHrB  {nHressiij  tie  prisoners). 
Thy  name? 


Guy  de  Malpas,  Lord  of  Montmirail. 
Thou  hast  pronounced  it  the  last  time.     And  thine  ? 
Pons,  Prince  of  Anicn. 


Thini 


John,  Duke  or  Om 
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Struck  from  the  list  of  living  ir 


These  rascals  have  our  forces  held  in  check 

Nigh  four  wholo  months ;  and  you  seo  here  wilt 

Some  dozen  gnns,  and  obsolete  parapets ! 


They  are  not  worth  c 

hence, 

And  make  examples  of  thein  all  ...  . 
Whatever  one  of  all  of  thcni  can  tell 
Where  we  shall  find  this  Orval. 


Wh«n  the  trum] 
That  called  our  troops  in  sounded  victory, 
Sudden  he  disappeared.     Till  then,  wo  saw  him 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere,  from  wall  to  wall. 


Citizen  President,  suffer  me  to  speak 
Aa  intercessor  for  these  prisoners'  lives. 
'Tis  they,  Great  Citizen,  that  did  erewhile 
(Upon  my  urging  what  the  love  I  bear 
The  People's  Cause  gave  eloquence  to  urge) 
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Into  ray  hands  deliver  up  tlie  keys 

Of  this  strong  place,  where  else  we  had  not  slo( 

Trimnphant  now.     Which  conduct,  I  opine. 

Deserves  the  praise  of  all  good  citizens. 

And  proves  they  are  good  citizens  themselves. 


Be  silent,  citizen!     I  recognize 
No  intercessor  'twixt  mine  own  right  hand 
And  my  decrees.     Thyself  shall  see  them  ha 
I  charge  thee  with  the  expedition  of  it. 


Good  citizen,  my  life  lonp;,  have  I  hocn. 
The  proofs  are  patent.  But  I  did  not  sei 
The  People's  Cause  to  see  my  kinsmen  k 
Like  commoa  ffelons .... 


This  old  Doctrinaire 
ne.     G^  him,  and  hang  him  tight. 
March.     Where  is  Orval  ?     Who  can  bring  ub  to 

A  sack  of  gold  for  Orva)  dead  or  alive  1 


^-.itEzcu  (..nic 
By  order  of  the  Genera!  Castrocaro 
I,  with  my  men,  the  western  ramparts  stormed. 
There,  as  wo  entered,  by  tlie  parapet 
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or  the  third  bastion,  we  beheld  a  man 

Alone  amid  the  Ay'mg  and  the  dead. 

"  Seize  him ! "  I  tried.     And   at  Ihe  word  our 

troops 
Had  ncllnigh  scaled  the  bastion,  when,  the  man 
Sprang  to  the  ouler  rock  —  there  paused  —  and 

seemed 
With  searching  glauce  to  sound  the  abyss  beneath 

Then  spread  his  arms,  and,  aa  a  sn'immer  drops 
Into  the  sea,  he  plunged.     We  saw  no  more  : 
But  heard  the  body  bound  from  stone  to  slone 
Over  the  precipice.     His  sword  wo  found 
Under  the  parapet.     Behold  it  here. 


There  's  blood  npon  the  hilt,  and  on  the  bkde 

The  arms  of  Orval  graven.      Well  I  know  it. 

Ho  hath  kept  his  word.     Glory  lo  liim  !     To  yon 

The  gallows. 

(To  C'ostrocaro.)     See  them  hung  within  an  hour. 

Then  set  about  the  taaing  of  this  Fort. 

Brutus  1 

(EisHni  all  1,111  (S«  Mnderii  Bmlus,  ujfto  epprorKkea 


Yon  sun  that  now  is  setting  fast 
Shall  rise  to-morrow  on  an  altered  world ! 
Thou  hast  watched  long,  and  needext  rest     Dear 

Master, 
Incessant  care  hath  stol'n  a  inarch  on  age. 
And  marked  thy  Ibroheud  first. 
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The  hour  of  rest 
L  not  fur  ma,  boy,  jeL     The  last  dnath-j^roaii 
Of  my  granil  fi>o  eompletes  but  half  mj  task. 
Nothing's  done  jet.     All,  all  remdns  to  do. 
iFrom  Orvai'a  death  mj  life  begins.     Look  forth. 
Sue  yonder  plaine  whoM  dark  immensity, 
Beneath   as,  stretches   'twist   my   thoughts   and 

The  yet  nntrarersed  field  of  my  designs  I 
Those  smouldering  homesteads  mu»t  be  palaces ; 
Those  deserts  we  ranst  people ;  pioree  yon  rocks ; 
With  golden  harvests  clothe  those  arid  tracM ; 
Dry  up  those  marshes ;   plant  yon  barren  heath ; 
Channel  this  valley,  and  that  waste  redeem ; 
Unite  those  lakes,  and  give  lo  each  his  part 
And  profit  of  the  soil  our  swords  have  won ; 
Until  the  living  be  the  dead  twice  told 
In  number,  and  the  new  world's  opulence 
Outshine  the  old  world's  riches.     Until  then 
Wo  have  not  justified  our  first  dread  deed. 
Destruction's  dreax  necessity. 


What  saj'st  thon  of  a  God  ? 
Here,  our  foot  slips  in  human  blood.  That  blood 
Was  once  a  living  tliinj;,  which  thought,  spake. 
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What  is  it  now  7     Behind  me  I  can  gcc 
Nothing  hut  these  dismantled  fortress  walls; 
Before  me,  nothing  hut  yon  waatsd  plain ; 

Some  ohe  were  here. 


Wty  here 's  what  was,  indeed. 
Some  one  an  liour  ago,  lint  nolhing  now. 
See  how  his  corpse  is  mangled ! 


Not  so  much 
Bnt  I  can  Kcagmze  Iiis  face.     It  was 
Lord  Orval's  faithful  servant.     That  man's  name, 
Z  thinli,  was  Andrew.     But  that  man  is  dead, 
And  has  no  name  now.     Or,  at  least,  no  name 
That  we  can  guess.     Yet  there  's  a  Spirit  here, 
A  living  Spirit,  (hath  It  any  name  ') 
A  dreadful  Spirit  of  I  know  not  Whom, 
And  know  not  What,  seems  hovering  over  us. 
Hark,  BtDtns,  yon  black  boulder  jutting  out 
From  the  steep  precipice.     There 's  blood  on  it. 
What  if  'twere   Orval's?     There's   no   special 

Of  redness  to  distinguish  one  man's  blood 
T'rom  any  olher  man's.      Yet  men's  blood  differs. 
'Tis  there  he  must  have  fallen. 


Why  dost  thou  tremble  ? 
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Seest  thou  yonder,  boy  ? 

Ay. 

What? 


Why,  nothing  but  the  setting  saa 
eniug  the  cloud  on  yonder  mountain  peak. 
What 's  to  be  marked  in  that  ? 


A  sign  !  a  sign ! 
I  know  it.     I  have  seen  it  in  bad  dreams. 


Loan  upon  me.     Thy  face  is  white  as  death. 


liark ! 
Their  cry  is  yet  upon  the  air  hcneath  us. 
Tliy  People  call  thee.     In  their  name,  and  mine. 
Pluck  those  changed,  eyes  from  yonder  reddening 
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He  stands  there,  still  1     Pierced  with  three  naila, 

which  are 
Three  stars.     His  arms   are  etrokhed  across  the 

We  cannot  pass  them. 


Master,  I  ste  nothing. 
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{From  the  opening  of  the  First  Dionysiac.) 

I^^^^ING,  0  goddess,  the  thundcr-hreath,  tha 

^^^^^  bearer  of  lightening 

Iffi^^M    ^'■'""^  *''*  luminoos  son  of  Kcohob,  the 

Ife^^a^l  ardent  heralding 

Of  a  bright  child-birth,  —  the  glow  of  a  nuptial 

glory,  brightening 
The  fiery  bridal  chumber  of  burning  Semcle  1   Sing 
The  double  birth  of  Bacchus,  whom,  moist  from 

the  midst  o'  the  flame, 
Zaus  pluckt,  —  the  unripe  fruit  of  a  motherhood 

half  unblown ; 
Father  and  mother  both  was  the  god,  by  a  twofold 

To  him,  for  whose  sv 


et  sake  a  masculine  womb 
:  wrought;    foi^etting  not 


Self- wounded  body  hi 

bow,  of  yore, 
With  the  pang  divine  of  another  birth,  parturient,  he 
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Forth  fkim  out  of  his  own  bright  swollen  forehead 

Full-armed  the  dazzling  dread  of  Athene  issuing 

free. 
Bring,  O  MuscB,  to  me  bring  bacchanal  wands. 

The  shaken  cymbals  shrill,  and  fetch  mo  the  ihjrsns 

Famed  of  divine  Dionysosi  And  forthwith  unto 
my  sight, 

As  I  mingle  yonr  dances  among,  may  the  multi- 
form Proteos  appear, 

Leaving  afar  by  the  Pharos  his  favorite  isle,  and 

In  changes  many  as  be  these  mystical  songs  of  mine! 

For,  if  like  an  orb^d  dragon  his  trailing  form  he 
fold, 

I  will  sing  how,  under  the  iried  spear,  in  a  war 
divine 

The  tnrbuleat  giants  were  stricken,  they  and  their 
dragon  hair : 

And  if,  as  a  bellowing  lion,  he  toss  his  billowy  mane. 

Ye,  as  I  sing,  shall  behold  young  Bacchus,  my  boy- 
god  fair, 

In  the  arms  of  Bhea,  snaitching  the  nipple  hei  lion 
cnbs  drain  ; 

Bnt  if,  in  the  midst  of  his  manifold  mclamarphose. 

Like  a  fretful  leopard  he  leap,  into  pr^se  my  song 
shall  roll. 

Singing  how  over  the  goi^eous  Ind  rode  the  tri- 
umphing son 

Of  Zeus,  when  the  pard  and  the  elephant  pulled  at 
his  chariot  pole : 
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Then,  if  he  should  fashion  himeelf  to  fho  form  of  a 
tuakdd  boar, 

While  he  faaliiona  himself,  will  I  fashion  my  song 
till  its  strain  be  aglow 

With  the  loves  of  the  son  of  Thyono,  and  how  he 
wedied  ofyoi-o 

Aura,  the  danghter  of  Cybelo,  Aura,  the  beantiful 
fbe 

Of  the  tust^d  boars,  tlia  mother  of  that  third  Bac- 
chus to  be : 

And  i^in,  what  time  awny  in  "a  ware  of  the  water 

With  divine  Dionjsoa  my  song  shall  be  plunged 
in  the  unpluinbed  sea, 

Aa  when,  from  the  Tliracian's  assault,  ho  fled  un- 
der the  nethermost  tidea : 

But  if,  into  the  shape  of  a  rustling  tree  at  the  list 
he  shoot. 

While  his  borrowed  bra    hes  m   -m       my 
shall  be  heard  I>c     ce 

Praising  Icarioa,  lord  of   h  i  11 

the  foot. 

With  the  fool  competing  h  h  glid  grape 
bunches  green. 

^ring  to  me,  O  Mimelo         )     b      h     al         I 

(Bi'ightly  replacing  thus  h    comm     d    m  1        } 
With  the  fair  and  spot  ed  L       f  ly 

sprinkled  over 
By  odorous  drops  of  the  swoet  Marouiil  nectar,  my 

breast! 
Keep  ye  for  Monelaos,  —  led  by  Homeros,  and  her 
Whose  hidden  dwelling  is  down  in  tlie  depths  of 

the  hollow  main, 
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Eidothea,  —  keep  yo  Ihe  coarse  seal's  coat  of  briny 
for, 

And  bring  me  the  cymbals  and  bnckler.  Not  mine 
bu  the  dulcet  Etr^iln 

Oflhedoulile-throaleilfife:  lest  Phtebos  offended  be. 

For  1  know  he  is  vext  by  each  vivid  piiwi'a  impor- 
tunate din 

Since  the  chaileage  of  Marsyas ;  when  he  in  scorn 
nphimg  OD  a  tree 

Thafleshof  that  felon  flayed,  and  made  of  it  apuit 
wine-akin,    - 

To  punish  his  insolent  pipe,  having  peeled  the 
boaster  bare, 

Ami  left  his  bleeding  limbs  of  ilieir  brown  hide  dis. 

Bnt  thou,  O  goddess,  begin !  begin,  and  first  dc- 


On  the  beach  of  Siclon  now,  bnll-shaped,  with  an 

uptlirost  horn, 
Zeus  from  a  lying  throat  had  sent  forth  a  lovesick 

lowing, 
Softening  an  ardent  eyeball ;  while,  in  light  bonds 

upborne, 
Eouuil  the  white  limbs  of  a  woman  infant  Eros  was 

throwing 
Intertwined  hands.     Tor  to  her  his  curviJd  throat 
The  mariner  bull  bends  low,  down  sinking  a  dule- 

And,  while  o'er  his  glossy  tianit  the  girl's  form 

seems  to  flunt, 
Bearing  Europa,  smootlilj-,  silently,  snileth  he. 
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Out  of  the  reach  of  the  ripple,  though  faint  with  a 

lorely  fear, 
She,  unmoving,  is  moved ;  so,  silently,  seated  high 
On  the  back  of  a  scaly  trilon,  as  she  on  her  ewim- 

ThetiB,  and  Aphrodite',  and  Galate'a  go  by, 
Kyanoclixles  ailmirca  the  cloven-footed  swimmer: 
Triton  afar  replies  to  the  god's  insidious  lowing, 
From  his  olearly-echoiog  conch  ;  and,  aghast,  in  tho 

dim  green  glimmer, 
N'orsns  to  Doris  turns  with  a  pointed  finger,  showing 
That  raviaht  maiden  fair,  that  home'd  sailor  divine. 
Shapes  of  wonder  and  awe ;  for  the  girl's  hand 

holils  the  horn 
Ofher  breathing  bark,  like  a  helm,  as  he  beats 

breast-deep  the  brine. 
And  the  girl's  eyes  glance  o'er  iJio  glooming  wave 

with  a  gaze  forlorn. 
Deshe  her  pilot  is :  and  the  crafty  Boreas  lifts 
And  pnfls  with  an  amorous  breath  her  garment's 

floating  fold ; 
Over  her  bonnteous  bosom  his  silken  sail  he  shifts. 
And  wantons  there  at  his  own  wild  will  like  a  lover 

bold. 
So  on  a  dolphin  borne  when  haply  a  Hereid  glides 
To  visit  her  liqnid  realms  light  over  the  lulle'd  sea, 
At   tho  loach  of  her  guiding  hand  her  sea-born 

steed  dirides 
With  a  foamy  fnrixiw  the  fields  that  his  aztire  pas- 
Eros,  herdsman  now  for  tho  nonce,  with  his  bow's 

sharp  hook, 
Tnrned  into  a  pastoral  goad,  the  mild  hull's  shonl- 
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Through  Poseidon's  liquid  fijlows  while  thus,  with 
the  shepherd  crook 

Of  Kjpris,  he  the  horned  spouse  of  Here  excites, 

The  pure  and  austero  cheek  of  virgin  Pallas  (cold 
mnid 

That  never  a  mother  knew)  is  flnsht  with  a  scorn- 
ful shame, 

Beholding  her  mighty  father,  the  son  of  Kronos, 

In  a  wattry  furrow,  led  by  a  womnn's  finger,  tame. 

£at  the  mid-sea  wave  and  tide  give  way  to  the  ar- 
dent god ; 

For  was  it  not  down  in  the  mid-sea  deeps  that  the 
gloh^d  blue 

With  the  birth  of  Aphrodiii^  brightened  and  great- 
ened  and  glowed^ 

And  Europa  leads  and  is  led,  and  is  captain  and 
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THE   BEES   OP  ARIST^US. 


{From  (he  Foarlh  Georgic.) 


^^^^^BE  shepherd  Arist^ns,  when  hie  bce9 
^^^^   Skkness  (so  runs  the  tale)  or  dearth  de- 

^^S^jl  Along  Peneian  Tempe's  flying,  abora 

The  sacred  headapring  rested  sad,  and  thus. 

With  much-reproachrul  moan,  hts  parent  called: 

"  Mother  Cjrene,  wiio  the  gulfy  deeps 

Of  this  stream  holdest  1  mother,  if  indeed 

Thjmbnean  Apollo,  as  thon  dost  aver. 

Be  my  begetter,  why  was  I  begot 

To  b^r  the  grudge  of  most  onfayoring  fetes. 

Though  from  the  goia'  illustrious  lineage  sprung! 

Or  whither  fleeted  is  thy  sometime  love 

Of  ua,  whom  wherefore  didsc  thou  oft  exhort 

To  hope  the  heaven  itself?     For  now,  behold. 

Even  the  poor  honor  of  this  motial  life. 

By  me,  endeavoring  all  things,  barely  wrung 

From  tilth  and  the  hard  tendance  of  the  herd, 

Tlion  being  my  mother,  I  must  needs  Ibrego  ! 

Haste,  therefore,  to  make  end  I  with  thine  own  hand 

Uproot  my  pleasant  woodland  plates  all. 
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Fall  on  my  sheepfolds  with  unfriendly  fire, 
Bnrn  up  my  barns,  my  crops  exterminate, 
And  lay  the  lough  ase  to  mj  tender  vines. 
If  thou  art  weary  of  thy  son's  renown." 

That  sound,  in  halls  beneath  the  waters  high, 
The  mother  heard.     Around  her  sat  the  Nymphfl, 
Plucking  Milesian  wools  of  watchct  hue : 
Dryrao,  and  Xanlho,  and  Phjllodoce, 
With   flparkling  tresses  round  thdr  white   necks 

poured; 
I^ia,  and  Nisiea,  and  Thalia, 
And  Spio,  and  Cymodoee;  with  whom 
Maiden  Cydippe,  and  Lycoria 
O"  the  yellow  hair,  to  whom  were  newly  known 
Lucina's  earliest  labors ;  Beroc, 
Aad  Clio,  sister  Oceanltides  : 
Eaeh  with  gold  fillet  ^rt  about  the  brows. 
Each  garbed  in  skins  gay-colored  ;  and  Epbyre, 
Opis,  and  Asian  Deiope'ia;  and,  all 
Her  darts  at  last  laid  by,  switl  Arethuse. 

Among  them  Clymene  the  tale  was  telling 

Of  Vulean'a  frustrate  forethought,  and  the  frauds 

Of  Mars,  and  his  sweet  thefts ;  and  all  the  loves 

Full-frequent  of  the  gods,  since  Chaos  was. 

She  numbered.     Taken  by  whose  song,  the  while 

The  lisHiniDg  Nymphs  around  their  spindles  whirled 

The  fluent  threads,  yet  once  again  iliat  moan 

Of  Aristfens  struck  hie  mother's  ears; 

And  all  those  Nymphs  upon  tbelr  glassy  seats 

Were  startled.     Foremost  of  her  sisters  then. 

Above  the  topmost  wave  her  yellow  head 

Upheaving,  Arethnsa  glanced  around ; 
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And,  from  aloof,  "  Not  idly  scared,"  alie  cried, 
"  Sisler  Cjrene,  by  such  moan  wert  thou ; 
Whose  chiefest  eare.  Bad  AristiBus'  self, 
Stands  by  the  wave  of  thy  Poneian  Sire 
Weeping,  snd,  by  thy  name,  thee,  cruel,  (ialls." 
To  her  the  mother  by  new  fear  heartslrnck, 
"0  hither  bring  him,  bring  him  unM>  nsl 
To  him,"  she  cried,  "  the  thresEiolds  of  the  gods 
It  is  TOttchsafed  to  traverse."     And  forthwith 
Slie  bade  the  waters  wide  asunder  shrink, 
Wherethrough    the     youth    might    enter.      The 

Even  as  a  mountainons  hollow,  around  him  hung : 
The  abyss  received  him  ta  its  bosom  vast, 
And  down  beaeath  the  river  he  was  drawn. 

There  moves  he,  marvelling  at  his  mother's  home. 
And  her  wet  kingdoms  :  lafccs  in  caverns  locked. 
And  aonnding  groves :  there,  by  the  unwieldy  toil 
Of  waters  all  bewildered,  round  he  looks. 
And  in  their  places  sees  those  rivers  all 
That  wander  underneath  the  massy  earth : 
Phasis,  and  Lycus,  and  the  headspring  high 
Wlience,  first  from  underground,  Enipeus  bursts, 
Whence  Father  Tiber,  whence  smooth  Anio  flows. 
And  routj;hly-sounding  rocky  Hypanis, 
Mysian  Caicns,  and,  with  double  hom. 
Golden  bull-browed  Bridanus,  than  whom 
No  river  through  rich-cultured  lands  goes  down 
More  passionately  into  the  purple  sea. 

Soon  as  her  son  was  entered  in,  beneath 
Her  chamber's  sparry-hanging  roof,  and  there 
Cyreue  knew  his  woes,  though  viunly  wept, 
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Kot  iiremedEable,  in  order  round, 
Her  siElers  all  their  liqnid  fountains  pour 
Upon  his  hands ;  and  diapers  thcj  hear 
Ihiintily  woven.     Part,  the  tables  load 
With  viands,  and  fnll  goblets  range.     Anon, 
With  fired  Panchsean  apice  the  altars  glow. 
And,  "  Take  we  beakera  of  Mteonian  wine," 
The  mother  cried,  "  and  to  Oceanus 
Libationa  pour !  "     So  saying,  herself  the  Sire 
Of  all  things.  Ocean,  and  her  Sister  Nymphs, 
(The  hundred  woodland  ministers,  and  (hey 
That  tend  upon  the  atrenms,  a  hnndred  more,) 
Invoking,  thrice  with  liquid  nectar  drenched 
The  blading  altar.     Thrice  the  quicliencd  flame. 
High  as  the  roof-top  leaping,  flashed.     Then  she. 
By  that  fair  omen  fortified,  began : 


He 

That  wandera  the  wide  water,  charioted 

By  his  two-footed  steeds  to  fishes  joined. 

Now  to  revisit  his  loved  native  land 

Fallene,  and  the  Einathian  port,  is  gone. 

Him,  both  we  Hjmpbs  revere,  a,nd  Nereiis'  self. 

Our  Sire  grandceval :  for  to  him,  as  seer, 

Be  all  things  known,  that  are,  or  once  have  been. 

Or  in  the  far-off  time  are  yet  to  be. 

So  pleased  it  Neptnne,  whose  unwieldy  flocks. 

Bank  seals,  he  pastures  nndemeath  ibe  gulf. 

Him,  son,  behooves  thee  first  to  seize  and  bind, 

That  he  thy  cause  of  mischief  may  declare, 

And  second  the  eveat.     For  counsel  none 

He  unenforced  vouchsafes  ;  nor  mayst  thoti  him 

Beseeching  turn :  on  whom,  when  caught,  hard  force 
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And  chMos  essay ;  round  these,  if  thoa  persist, 
Ilia  ffaalrate  wiles  shall  waste  themselves  away. 
Myself,  what  time  the  sun's  niiil-anJora  bum, 
When  thirsty  is  Ihe  herb,  and  to  the  herd 
Most  pleasant  every  haunt  of  happy  shade. 
Thee  lo  the  hiding-places  will  condnct 
WhcreiH  llie  old  man,  weary  from  the  wave, 
Betfikes  himself,  ulioro  there,  in  slnmhor  sunk 
Supine,  thou  majst  most  easily  aes^l. 
Howbeit,  when  him  thou  boldest  in  thy  hands 
!Fast  hound,  his  vsrious  aspects,  even  then, 
Shall  fool  thee  with  hraU;  faces  counterfeit : 
For  sndden  shall  he  seem  a  bristly  boar, 
Iftll  ti;,'ress,  dragon  scaled,  and  lioness 
With  tawny  mane;  or,  to  escape  bis  chains, 
Give  forth  anon  sharp  sound  of  crackling  Hame, 
Or,  in  thin  waters  falling,  melt  away. 
But    (hou,  the   more    he    shift    his  shapes,   so 

The  more,  son,  tighten  stem  his  stubborn  bonds ; 
Till  to  the  same  his  form  returns,  as  when 
With  sleepy  eyelids  sunk  thou  snw'st  him  Urst. 

So  counselled  she :  and  liquid  odor  poured 
Ainbroaial  o'er  her  son,  that  uU  his  frame 
With  fragrance  flooded  ;  on  his  carls  composed 
Came  breathing  gosta  of  sweet,  and  to  his  limbs 
Light  nimble  health. 

A  hollow  huge  there  is, 
Deep-eaveraed  in  the  side  of  a.  hoar  crag. 
Wherein  the  oft  wind-beaten  wave  o'  the  sea 
Into  long  gorges  breaks,  and  falls ;  crewhile 
To  storm-struck  mariners  a.  haven  safe. 
There  Proteus,  under  the  broad  beetling  cliff. 
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Houseth :  and  there,  turned  from  the  light  o'  the  day. 
The  Nymph  amonff  the  shadows  placed  the  joath. 
Herself,  at  hand,  in  Taper  veiled,  retires. 

By  this,  swift  Strius,  eeorching  thirsty  Ind, 
Was  hot  in  heaven ;  and  now  the  ficiy  sun 
His  middle  orbit  had  nigh  tilled  :  the  grass 
Was  parching :  and  to  muddy  ooze  the  beams 
Baked  in  th«r  encked  and  shrunken  rivor-bcda 
The  tepid  brooks ;  when  from  the  sea-wave  forth 
Came  Proteus,  eeeking  his  accustomed  cave. 
Around  him  the  vast  deep's  moist  people  played. 
And,  shambling,  shook  abroad  (he  salt  sea-spray. 
Anon,  to  slumber,  scattered  here  and  there, 
Abont  the  sea-beaeh,  settled  the  sea'beasts. 
Himself,  meanwhile,  as  one  that  tends  his  herds 
The  hills  among,  what  time  the  Even  star 
Back  to  their  stalls  his  beeves  from  pasture  Hds, 
And  the  lambs'  bleating  the  woIPe  hunger  whets. 
Above  them,  in  the  midst,  upon  a  crag 
Sat  down  considerate,  and  ihcir  number  told. 

Whom  to  assail  aoon  as  the  chance  he  spied, 
Scarce  Arist^us  the  old  man  TOuehsafcd 
Scant  time  to  stretch  at  ease  hts  wearied  limbs. 
But  with  alaram  loud  upon  him  rushed. 
Prone  where  he  lay,  and  him  fast  manacled. 
He,  not  unmindhil  of  his  art  meanwhile. 
Himself  to  all  manner  of  marvellous  shapes  trans- 
formed ; 
Fire,  formidable  beast,  and  flowing  stream. 
Bnt,  when  by  no  false  seeming  might  he  'scape, 
Vanquisht,  he  turned  anon  into  himself, 
With  human  countenance  resumed;  and  said  : 
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"  Rash  boy,  who  batlo  iJice  our  abodes  approacli  'i 
Or   here   what  seck'at   thou?"     But   the   other 

"Proions,  thou  know'st:  thyself,   thou   know'st; 

May  any  man  in  aught  deceive.     Do  thou 
Therefore,  thine  own  doceivinga,  prilhee,  cease. 
Here,  to  the  gods  obedient,  ace  we  corao, 
Of  our  misfortunes  lo  inquire  the  cause." 
Thus  far  he  spake  :  wliereto  in  answer,  sbaked 
By  mighty  spasms,  the  prophet  around  hiio  rolled 
The  glassy  glare  of  his  sea-colored  eyes. 
And  grimly  gnashing,  thus  the  fates  declared ; 

"  Thee  nothing  less  than  wrath  divine  reproves. 
Large  debt  ihou  owest  of  evil  done  :  and  worse 
(If  fates  forbid  not)  hast  deserved,  than  these 
Retributive  woes  by  wretched  Orpheus  waked, 
Indignant  raging  for  his  ravisht  spouse- 
She  headlong  flying,  headlong  to  her  doom. 
Prom  thy  pursuit  the  river-hanks  along, 
Spurned  with  nnheedfnl  steps  in  the  high  reed 
A  hydra  huge  that  by  the  rivage.  honsed. 
The  hill-tops,  then,  with  their  lamentings  bud, 
In  ehonts,  her  companion  Dryads  filled ; 
Deep  moaned  the  Bhodopcian  mountains ;  moaood 
Craggy  Pangtea,  and  the  region  wild 
Of  Rhesus  ;  moaned  those  realms  the  Getomaser  : 
Hebms :  and  where,  from  Athens,  the  North  Wind 
Rore  ravisht  Orithyia  to  his  haunt. 
But  he,  his  heart's  love-sickness  solaeing 
To  a  hollow  shell,  the  lonesome  shores  along. 
Thee,  at  the  dawning  of  the  day,  sweet  wife, 
Thee,  at  the  darkening,  solitary  sung. 
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"  Down,  eTen,  through  the  jaws  of  Tfcnanis,  down 
To  the  high  doors  of  Dis,  and  that  black  grove, 
Witli  hideous  darkness  horrible,  he  went: 
Down  to  the  Manes,  and  their  dreadful  king. 
And  hearts  to  haiuan  prayers  implacable. 
Moved  by  his  music  from  the  nether  eeata 
Of  Erebus,  lean  shades  aud  lightlesa  shapes 
Came  fiockiug,  thick  as  hirds,  at  eventide, 
lu  moltitudes,  that  lo  the  woodlands  win^, 
Or  from  the  hills  are  driven  by  winter  raina : 
Matrons,  and  men,  and  bodies  witii  no  life 
Of  high-Gouted  heroes,  and  unwedded  maids. 
Children,  aud  youths  upon  the  funeral  pyre 
Before  the  faces  of  their  parents  stretched : 
Whom  iLe  stow  ooze  of  that  unlovely  marsh 
About  Cocytus  binds  with  sooty  slime 
And  shapeless  sedge,  or  ninefijld  Styx  constrains. 

"  Amazement  all  the  habitations  husht 

Of  Tartarus,  and  the  inmost  duptiis  of  death. 

And  those  eold  tangled  coils  of  livid  snakes 

Woven  in  the  locks  of  the  Enmenides  : 

Cerberus  his  three  silenced  jaws  withheld 

Wide  gaping  :  and  Ijtion's  orbed  wheel, 

Stillirf  from  the  whirling  of  the  wild  wind,  stood, 

"Anon,  retnraing,  al!  those  perils  'scaped, 
With  his  restored  Eurydice,  what  time 
Ho  reached  the  upper  airs  (behind  him  she ; 
For  such  command  Proserpina  imposed). 
That  lover  rasb  his  freniJed  lancy  seised ; 
!Fault  to  forgive,  if  Death  forgiveness  knew  I 
Sudden  he  paused ;  and  his  Eurydice,  — 
His,  now  that  day's  true  light  is  reached  at  last. 
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Unmindfiil,  by  his  love,  alas,  o'crcomo. 
Turned  to  behold ;  thus  all  his  labor  lost : 
Broken  bis  pact  \ilth  Death's  unpardoiiing  lord: 
Ani  thnee,  from  all  his  fens,  Avernus  shrieked! 

" '  Ah,  what  lialh  lost  me,  miserable,'  she  moaned, 
'  Orpheus,  and  thee  t  what  fatal  freniy  this  ? 
Me,  hark  1  once  more  the  cruel  Fates  recall. 
And  sleepy  death  my  swimming  sight  obscures. 
Farewell  1     For  I  fare  hence,  in  the  vast  night 
That  gatheri  roand  me,  and  in  rain  to  thee 
Weak  hands  am  waving ;  thine,  alas,  no  more  t ' 
Speaking,  she  faded  sudden  from  his  sight. 
Like  vapor  mixt  with  unsubstantial  air  ; 
Nor  him,  yet  yearning  ah  how  much  to  say. 
And  shadows  pale  with  frustrate  passion  clasping. 
She  any  more  beheld  ;  for  nevermore 
The  ferrymen  of  Orcus  to  o'erpass 
The  opposing  deep  permitted.     What  to  do 
Is  left  him  ?  whither  shoald  he  turn  t  to  whom 
Appeal,  who  mourns  a  now  twice-rarisht  sponse  ? 
The  Manes  hy  what  weeping,  by  what  voice 
Of  wail  may  he  the  Nether  Powers,  appease  ? 
She,  cold,  meanwhile,  in  Stygiaa  bark  U  borne. 

"  Him,  mmored  tales  report,  for  seven  whole  months 

Continuous,  weeping  ooa  wiody  crag 

Far  off  by  Strymon's  solitary  wave  ; 

Charmed  from  their  lairs  hy  his  melodious  moan. 

Came  ligers,  creeping  under  caverns  cold, 

Lnlled  into  langaor,  and  the  lured  oak-trees. 

So  Philomela  in  the  poplar  shade 

Laments;  bewailing  her  departed  brood. 

Whom,  haply,  passing,  the  hard  ploughman  spied. 
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And  from  the  nest,  jet  callow,  filched  ;  but  she 
Monrns,  brooding  night  by  night  upon  the  bough. 
There  pours  and  pours  her  miserable  song. 
And  with  B)ui  plainings  fills  the  region  round. 

"No  woman's  beauty  him,  nor  wedlock,  soothed. 

Loncl;  along  the  Hyperborean  wilds 

Of  ice,  and  frosty  Tanais,  and  the  wolds 

TJnwidowed  ever  of  Rhipcean  soowa 

Wandering,  his  lost  Eurydice  he  wjuled, 

And  the  vain  gifts  of  Dis,     Stnng  by  his  scorn  * 

The  Thracian  women,  in  the  revels  fierce 

Of  midnight  Bacchns,  and  (he  seitson  due 

To  rites  divine,  the  youth  asunder  rent. 

And  wide  upon  the  wilds  bis  ruins  strewed. 

Even  then,  though  from  ihe  marble  shoulders  torn. 

The  while  his  head  (Eagrian  Hebrus  whirled 

Down  ihe  mid-stream,  still  <  Ah  Enrydice ! ' 

'  Hapless  Eurydice  t '  from  chilly  lips 

The  voice  called  ever ;  and  the  parting  soul, 

'  Eurydice ! '  '  Eurydice ! '  the  rocks 

All  down  the  stream  r&echoed  as  it  rolled." 

Thus  ProteuH  :  and  adown  the  steep  he  sprang. 

Plunged,  and  the  bubbling  billow  above  him  whirled. 

But  not  Cyrene.     "  Son,"  to  him,  o'erawed, 

Betoming  lightly,  "  put  away,"  she  said, 

"Sad  thoughts  out  of  thy  heart.   Of  thy  mischance 

This  the  sole  cause.     lor  this,  unhappy  boy, 

The  woodland  Nymphs,  with  whom  her  wont  it  was 

In  the  high  groves  to  wake  the  choral  dance, 

Death  on  thy  bees  have  sent.     But,  suppliant,  thou 

Bring  offiirings,  and  Imploring  peace,  revere 
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TKe  mild  NapiEBS,  that  to  votive  gifts, 

In  wrath  relentfu],  lijfht  forgiveness  graut. 

The  manner,  first,  of  thy  beseeching  them 

In  order  due  will  I  declare.     Four  bulls 

Well  chosen,  and  in  shape  surpassing  all. 

Of  those,  now  thine,  that  on  tha  snmmits  feed 

Of  green  Lyeieus,  and,  by  yoke  nntouehi, 

Heifers  as  many  more,  do  thou  select ; 

Therewith,  fonr  attars  to  those  goddesses, 

In  their  high  precincts,  huild  :  and  from  the  throats 

Of  these  let  forth  the  sacred  blood  :  and  leave 

The  bodies  of  them  in  the  leafy  grove. 

Then,  when  her  rising  the  ninth  dawn  reveals, 

Lethean  poppies  to  tlie  nether  ghost 

Of  Orpheus  ofier :  and  a  heifer  slay. 

With  a  blafk  sheep,  appeased  Eurydice 

Revering  thus :  and  to  the  grove  return." 

Hor  lingered  he.    But  those  maternal  words 
Duteoos  obeyed.     Forth  to  the  hallowed  groves 
He  went ;  and  there  the  altars  raised,  and  there 
Four  chosen  balls,  in  shape  surpassing  alt. 
And  heifers  by  the  yoke  as  yet  untoucht 
As  many  more,  he  led.     Anon,  what  time. 
This  done,  her  rising  the  ninth  dawn  revealed, 
LethEean  popples  10  the  nether  ghost 
Of  Orpheus  given,  he  to  the  grove  returned. 
But  there  a  wonder,  sudden,  and  to  tell 
Surpassing  strange,  was  witnessed.     All  about 
Those  bulls'  half-molten  entrails,  and  deep  down 
r  the  heifer's  womb,  a  aonnd  of  humming  bees. 
That,  bubbling  np  from  out  the  hursten  ribs. 
Swarmed  forth  in  clouds  innumerable:  and  now 
They  fly  together  on  the  tall  tree-tops. 
And  &om  the  bended  boughs  in  cluster  hang. 
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LUCRETIUS. 


INVOCATION   TO   VENUS 


^^jglENIGNANT  Mother  of  llie  JEnead  caee, 
Wi  ^^^  Venue,  to  gocis  and  men  delightful !  Thou 
Im^K    That,  uaderneath  Uie  sliding  signs  of 

With  concourse  throngest  the  ship-bearing  sea 
And  fruitful  earth ;  by  whose  conceiving,  all 
That  lives  doth  leap  into  the  light  o'  the  sun : 
Thee,  Goddess,  thee,  at  thine  approach,  the  winds 
Flee,  and  the  skyey  clouds :  Ihe  dcedal  earth 
To  thee  her  tlow'rets  sweet  upreacs :  to  thee 
The  waters  wide  of  Ocean  laugh,  and  all 
The  slainleaa  heaven  in  full-pourod  light  is  clear. 
Soon  as  the  vernal  forehead  of  the  day 
Unveiled  appears,  what  time  the  proci^eant  gale 
Of  free  Favoniua  nimbly  breathes  abroad, 
Thee,  Goddess,  and  thy  comings,  thrilled  at  heart 
By  thy  strong  sweetness,  first  the  aery  birds 
Herald;  and  then,  their  happy  haunts  about. 
The  wild  herds  bound,  and  swim  the  torront  brooks. 
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So  taken  by  delight  of  thy  sweet  lures 
With  fond  desire,  the  life  of  all  that  iivea 
To  follow  thoe,  where'er  thou  wilt,  is  feiu ; 
Till  last,  amid  the  eeas,  among  the  hills. 
And  hy  the  flowing  of  the  headlong  streams, 
Green  gntssy  lawns,  and  teafy  homes  of  birds, 
In  every  breast  implanting  balmy  love. 
Each,  m  his  several  kind,  thon  dost  constrain 
With  lustj  heart  life's  ages  to  renew. 

Sole,  who  dost  universal  nature  sway. 

Since  witiiout  thee  may  never  ought  arise 

Into  the  regioQs  of  celestial  light. 

Nor  lovely  aught,  nor  aught  delightful  be. 

Thee  my  divine  associate  I  desire 

In  verses  yet  unwritten,  to  reveal 

The  Nature  of  the  UNivBHaE  op  Things, 

Which  now  I  meditate  for  Meinmias'  son, 

Memmius  my  friend;  whom,  Goddess,  thon  hast 

willed. 
Gifted  in  all,  at  all  times  to  excel. 
So  much  the  more.  Divine  Inspirer,  grant 
Enduring  sweetness  to  these  words  of  mine : 
And  lull,  meanwhile,  war's  barbarous  business  all 
To  slumbrous  rest  the  lands  and  seas  around : 
For  thon  alone  our  mortal  hearts  canst  help 
With  hushful  peats.     Since  Mars  armipolent. 
That  over  war's  wild  labors  lorddom  wields. 
Oft  in  thy  lap,  by  love's  eternal  wound 
O'ermastered,  flings  himself;  and,  gazing  up 
(His  full  firm-moulded  throat  back-sloped  at  ease). 
Into  his  soul  thy  sweetness  there  he  breathes. 
There  feeds  on  love  his  faniisht  looks,  the  while. 
His  sighod-forth  spirit  upon  thy  lip  doth  hang. 
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O'er  him,  so  leaning,  as  thy  sacred  fbrm, 
O  Goddess,  all  i<s  fluent  beaaty  bends, 
Four  from  thy  lips  a  language  of  soft  sounds. 
And  for  thy  Eomans,  0  Eenowned,  beseech 
Untroubled  peace.     For,  neither  may  we  hope 
With  even  mind,  in  this  uneven  hour 
That  shakes  the  land,  onr  pnrpose  to  porsue. 
Nor  Memmlus'  noble  scjon,  in  a  time 
So  tossed,  be  wanting  to  the  common  weal. 

For  what  remains,  to  me,  0  Mcmmius,  lend 
Thine  ears'  free  lisiening ;  and,  from  carea  with 

drawn. 
Thyself  to  truth's  pure  ai^nment  address. 
Nor  yet,  despised  ere  comprehended,  spurn 
My  gifts,  tor  thee,  with  studious  aeal,  disposed. 
For  of  the  supreme  order  of  the  spheres. 
The  gods,  and  Haturo's  primal  sources  all. 
Discourse  with  thee  I  purpose ;  and  to  show 
Whence  Nature  all  tilings  doth  to  being  bring, 
Put  forth,  and  nonrish  ;  whither,  also,  she 
Anon,  dissolving,  doth  restore  tbem  all. 
These,  in  the  rendering  of  our  argument. 
Matter,  we  call ;  the  elemental  seeds 
And  generative  substances  of  things; 
Naming  them  primal ;  since  all  things  that  are 
From  these,  the  first,  derivatively  come. 

For  sU  the  being  of  Che  gods  must  needs. 
Of  its  own  nature,  perfect  peace  enjoy. 
Living  immortally,  far  off  removed 
From  all  this  coil  of  sublunary  things : 
Exempt  from  peril,  from  all  pain  exempt. 
Itself  to  itself  sufficing,  and  of  us 
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Naught  needing,  neitlicr  by  the  good,  nor  ill 
Men  do,  disposed  to  favor  or  to  wrath. 

What  lirao  man's  life  bafore  his  own  eyes  lay 

Low  grovelling,  ground  10  earth  beneath  the  weight 

Of  grim  Religion,  that  from  cloudy  a\r 

Her  lifted  head  in  heaven  put  tbrth,  and  stood 

High  over  men  with  horrible  couareoiueo, 

A  man  in  Greece,  then  lirst  of  all  nmukind. 

Dared  to  upUtl,  against  her,  mortal  ey«s, 

Auil,  fearless  fronting,  firm  withslanil  her.     Ulta 

Hor  rumors  of  the  gods,  nor  thunder-bolta. 

Nor  heaven  with  muttering  menace,  could  dismay, 

But  rather  all  the  more  within  him  roused 

Sharp  courage,  aud  the  yearoiog  of  his  soul 

To  Em  the  first  to  shatter  the  ahut  bars 

Of  Natare's  portals.    Therefore,  his  soul's  strength 

Prevailed :  and  he,  in  high  proceilnre,  far 

O'erpassed  the  wiile  world's  burning  boundary  walls. 

And  traversed  in  the  spirit  and  the  thought 

Tliu  vast  immLjasumble  iuHnite. 

Thence,  now,  triumphant,  he  to  vs  reports 

What  may  ba ;  what  may  not  be ;  wliat,  in  fine, 

la  the  capacity  of  all  things  ;  what 

The  bound  abysmal.    Whente,  in  turn,  brought 

And  trodden  'neath  our  feel  Beligion  writhes. 
Us  level  with  iieaveu's  height  hia  victory  sets. 
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THE  FIEST  CANTO  OF  THE  IHIEENO. 


{In  term  rima.) 

I^^SMglPON  the  journey  of  our  life  midway 
IbmmwBj  MethoDgbt  that,  from  the  right  path 
I§|Rb^  strayed,  I  etood 

1Pm»^I||  In  a  wood  obscure.   Full  hard  it  is  to  say 
How  savage,  rough,  and  stubborn  was  that 

Whereof  such  dread  as  death  can  scarM  excel 
My  thought  renews.     But,  to  get  forth  tlie  good 

Which  there  I  found,  I  needs  must  also  tell 
What  other  things  I  did  encounter  there. 
Into  this  wood  how  me  the  chance  befell 

To  enter,  memory  may  not  well  declare, 
So  full  of  slumber  was  I  at  that  place 
Whence,  leaving  the  true  path,  I  wanderert  here. 

But,  soon  as  I  had  neared  a  mountain's  base. 
Whereby  the  vale  subsided,  that  with  fear 
My  heart  had  pierced,  I,  lifting  op  my  fhce. 

Beheld  hia  shoulders  in  the  rays,  now  clear. 
Of  that  full  planet  robed,  which  pilots  right 
Man's  every  path.     Whereat,  were  quieted 

A  little  the  long  stirrings  of  affright 
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That  in  the  hollow  of  mj  heart  were  bred 
By  the  so  piteons  passage  of  the  eight. 

And  even  as  one  that,  with  batfc-tnrn^d  head. 
When  up  from  out  of  ocean  'scaped  to  shore, 
Panta,  and  the  perilous  deep  doth  wistful  scan, 

So  turned  my  spirit,  flying  sdll,  to  explore 
That  pass  jet  never  lelt  by  living  man. 
Anon,  athwart  the  wildemeea,  ow»  more 

I,  after  rest  of  weaiied  limbs,  began 
To  foot  the  upward  path ;  where  of  my  ftet 
The  one  firm-set  wan  lowest  all  the  way. 

And  lo,  a  lithe  she-leopard,  passing  fleet, 
With  fur  of  many  colors  coated  gay. 
Hard  hj  the  upslope !     Nor  would  she  retreat 

Thenceforth  from  sight,  but  round  my  path  did 
pky 
Till  oft  I  turned  with  purpose  back  to  fare. 
It  was  the  season  when  the  morning  springs, 

And  now,  amid  the  stars  that  with  him  were 
When  Love  Divino  first  moved  those  beauteous 

things. 
The  sun  waa  rising-     Hope  the  happy  air. 

The  season  sweet,  and  gay  appaj'eliings 
Of  that  bright  beast  inspired  :  yet  't  was  not  so 
With  mo,  hut  what  raj  hope  was  made  worse  dread 

By  vision  of  what  seemed  a  Hon,  who 
Against  me  came  with  high-uplifted  head. 
And  all  so  hunger-mad,  't  was  even  as  though 

Air's  self  the  awe  of  him  disquieted. 
Therewith  a  ahe-wolf,  that  did  look  to  be 
Stu^d  in  her  leanness  with  all  Imsta  ;  and,  long 

Erenow,  with  miseries  manifold  hath  she 
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Made  lean  the  life  of  many  a  mortal  throng. 
So  huge  a  heaviness  she  cast  on  me, 

Wrought  from  her  aspect  fierce,  of  fear  so 

That  of  the  height  all  hope  I  lost.     As  one, 
Glad  of  his  getting,  when  to  him  is  nigh 

The  time  that  takes  it  from   him,  makctb 

Wilh  all  his  being's  might,  even  ao  was  T, 
In  such  a  sudden  sorrow  so  far  gone  ; 

By  that  uapeaceable  beast  cODtinually 
Tormented ;  which,  sore  balTling  mc,  at  last 
IJttle  by  little  drove  me  backward  where 

The  Eua   is   silent.      There,  down  running 

Nigh  to  the  nether  space,  my  sense  was  ware 
Of  one  before  me  in  the  wildnosa  vast. 

That,  for  long  silence,  seemed  faint-voiced. 
To  him, 
Soon  as  I  s^w  him,  "  Pity  me  1 "  I  cried, 
"  Whaie'er  thou  beest,  true  man,  or  shadow  dim." 

"No  man;  but  what  was  onee  man,"  he  re- 

"Lombards  were  my  begetters,  both  of  them, 
And  Mantiians  they,  by  country,  either  side. 

Myself  sui  Juiio  born,  though  late,  at  Borne 
Beneath  benign  Augustus  dwelt,  i'  the  day 
Of  feigned  and  fahling  gods.     Poet,  him  come 

From  Troy,  just  offspring  of  Anehises  gray. 
When  burned  was  Ilium,  once  his  haughty  home, 
I  sung.     But  thou,  why  dost  thou  i-ather,  say, 

To  perils  such  return,  than  scale  yon  mount 
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Delightful,  source  and  eaase  of  ercry  blisa  1 " 
"0  art  thou  Virgil,  and  indeed  that  fount 

Whence  such  full  flow  of  utterance  streams  ?  " 

I,  with  shamed  forehead,  answered,  "  Thee  I  count 
The  light  and  honor  of  all  song  that  is ! 

Eequite  me  my  much  lore,  and  stndj  slow, 
That  me  to  search  thj  volume  have  constrained. 
Thou  art  my  master,  and  my  maker  thou. 

Thou  only  he  of  whom  I  have  obtained 
That  style  whose  beauty  me  makes  honored  now ! 
Behold  what  beast  compsU  me  leave  nngained 

That  height  1     O  famed  for  wisdom,  from  her 

That  shakes  my  veins  and  pulses,  save  me !  "     He, 
Soon  aa  the  weeping  of  my  woe  he  saw. 

Made  response  to  me,  "  Other  pathway  thee 
Behooves  it  to  attempt,  if  from  the  jaw 
Of  this  wild  desert  thou  thyself  wouldst  free. 

She  against  whom  thou  clamori»t,  that  she- 


So  curs^  is,  not  anything  can  feed 
Her  ravenous  lust,  which,  ever  after  feast. 
Worse  famine  than  before  doth  in  her  breed. 

Many  the  beasts  wherewith  she  conplea  be. 
And  many  more  they  shall  he,  till  arrive 
That  Greyhonnd  which  shall  pine  her  heart,  tilt 
she 

Wretchedly  perish.     Not  by  land  shall  live. 
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Nor  yet  by  lacre,  but  by  wisdom,  bo. 

And  love  and  yirine.     And  hia  folk  shall  thrive 

'Twixl  either  FeUro.     He  shall  lift  on  high 
That  so-low-fallen  Italy  for  whose  sake 
Maiden  Camilla  in  lime  p^t  did  die, 

Euryalas,  Nisus,  Tumus ;  and  ehatl  make 
From  his  parsuing  tbronRh  all  cities  fly 
Ba<^  into  Hell  her  that  Hell 's  bound  to  break 

Bate  fint  impelled.     I,  therelbie,  for  thy  good 
ConsiderinE,  thee  now  counsel  and  commend 
To  follow  me.     And  I,  from  out  this  wood 

Thy  gaide  will  be,  with  whom  thou  niayest 


And  gaze  on  spirits  of  the  former  time 
In  dole,  demanding  second  death ;  then  who. 
Content,  tn  fire  endure,  with  hope  to  climb 

Hereafter,  whensoever  time  be  due, 
To  the  beatified ,-  whose  blissful  clime 
If  thou  to  visit  then  aspiresC  too. 

Unto  that  end  another  spirit  shall  be ; 
Worthier  than  I ;  to  whose  high  miaisteiing 
Thee  will  I,  then  departing,  leave.     For  me 

He  that  above  hath  empire  and  Is  king 
Holds  rebel  to  his  kw,  and  doth  decree 
That  by  my  means  shall  none  have  entering 

Into  his  state.     He  in  all  parts  hath  sway, 
But  (here  his  throne  is,  there  his  palace  high, 
There  doth  he  chiefly  dwell.     0  happy  they 

Whom  there  lie  chooses  !  " 

And  to  him,  then  I, 
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"  0  poet,  by  that  G«d  that  in  thy  day 
Thou  diclst  not  know  (this  ill  and  worse  to  fly) 
I  chaise  thee,  lead   me  where  thou  aaid'st. 

That  I  may  see  Saint  Peter's  Gate,  and  those 
That,  by  Ihy  showing,  bo  in  such  sad  plight." 
Ouwiiid  he  moved;  and  I  behind  him  close. 
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FEANCESCA  DA  EIMIHO. 


(.Fijlh  Canto  of  ll,e  Injmio.) 
ilHEN  of  my  Teacher  I  had  learned  the 
1   Of  those  renowned  knights   of  other 

And  theirs,  the  former  time's  most  femous  dames, 
LoBt  in  aad  wonder,  after  mute  amaze, 

"Bard,"  I  began,  "much  is  my  heart  indined 

To  parley  with  yon  twain  that,  where  I  gaze. 

Seem  coming,  borne  so  light  upon  the  wind." 

And  he  to  me :  "  Their  nearer  neighboring  note ; 

Then,  by   the   hjve   that  moves   them,  thus  en- 
twined. 
Charge  theiQ,and  they  will  come."   No  sooner 

The  swift  gust  near  us,  which  those  spirits,  joined. 
Did  simullaneaus  lo  our  sight  upfloat. 

Than,  moved  lo  utterance,  "  Come  I  0  come," 

"  Afflicted  souls  1  nor  yet  to  our  inqniring 
Deny  discourse,  if  by  naught  else  denied," 

As  doves,  solicited  by  fond  desiring, 
To  their  bved  nest,  on  st*iady  wings  and  wide. 
Through  air  are  wafted  by  the  sweet  inspiring 

Of  their  own  wishee  swiH;  go,  parting  there 
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Dido's  dim  throtig,  the  twain  tonatd  ns  Bailed 
Id  such  wise  speeding  through  that  evil  air; 

So  much  ray  cry  compassionate  prevailed. 
"  0  being  that,  beneflcont  aod  fair. 
Through  this  ohseure  comest,  visiting,"  thej  wailed, 

"  Ub  that  have  earth  embraed  with  Moody 

Were  he,  the  Universal  King,  our  friend. 
Since  tiiou  Imst  pity  on  our  pitiless  pain, 

Prayers  to  him  we  for  thy  peace  woald  send. 
Whate'er  to  hear,  or  haply  tell,  thou  art  fain, 
To  tell  or  hear,  thy  bidding  we  attend, 

What  time,  as  now,  the  wind  is  whist.     Tho 

That  bore  me  seaward  lies  where  Po  proceeds 
Down,  with  his  sequent  waters,  lo  his  rest. 

Love,   that  in   gentle  heart   scant   kindling 
breeds, 
Him,  by  the  ffdmess  of  the  form  that  drost 
This  spirit  once  (and  yet  indignant  bleeds 

Sharp  memory  ofils  taking  off!)  posscst; 
Love,  that  in  one  beloved  doth  love  beget, 
Me  too  well  pleased  with  pleasing  him,  so  well 

That,  as  thou  seest,  he  hath  not  left  me  yet : 
Love  led  us  to  one  death  ;  Caina's  hell 
Waits  him  that  spilt  our  lives."     Such  response 

My  sense,  from  snch  resentful  sorrowing  sent. 
That  so  long,  for  the  sadness  of  it,  was 
My  counlenance  in  such  dejection  bent. 

The    Poet  cried,    "  What   masest   thou  !  " 
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I  answered,  "  What  sweet  thoughts,  what  fond  in- 
tent 
Have  brought  thera  to  this  miserable  pass  !  " 

Then,  jet  once  more  returning  to  the  two, 
"Franceaea,  pitifuUest  tears,"  I  cried, 
"Por  thy  deep  woes  I  weep.     Yet  tell  me  how 

To  him  and  thee  did  Love  the  means  pro- 

Urst  in  the  tinrn  of  your  sweet  siffhs,  to  Itnow 
Your  yet  uncertain  wishes  ?  "     She  replied, 

"  There  is  no  greater  pang  than  to  recall 
In  misery  days  of  happiness  that  were. 
And  that  thy  Teaeher  knows.     Yet  I,  if  all 

So  deep  bo  thy  desire  to  see  hud  bare 
Of  our  lore's  growth  the  root  original, 
Will  speak  as  one  that  weeping  tells  his  care. 

For  pleasant  passing  of  the  time,  one  day, 
Of  love-thralled  Launcelot  the  tale  we  read  : 
We  were  alone :  all  danger  &r  away 

From   onr    suspecUng :    though    the    color 
Bed 
Oat  &ces  ott,  and  otl  our  looks  K>  stray 
Into  each  other's  eyes  that  reading  led. 

One  point  alone  o'ercame  us.     We  the  while 
Thus  reading  still,  still  unsuspecting  over, 
When  as  we  read  of  that  so  longeiJ-fbr  smile 

That  such  deep  love  did,  with  each  dear  en- 
deavor, 
To  so  sweet  kissing  of  sweet  lips  beguile, 
He  that  trom  me  shall  he  departed  never 

Me  on  the  month  all  ircmbling  kist.    Accurst 
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The  felon  book  was,  and  iis  scribe  as  well !  * 
That  day  we  read  no  more. 

While  thus  the  first. 
The  other  spirit  made  moan  so  miserable 
That,  bj  sick  pitj  all  my  sense  disperst, 
Down,  as  to  earih  a  dead  corpse  fells,  I  fell." 

Tbose  conmieiitawrB  who  affirm  that  tbe  Qaleotto  BlOAa 


prima  congin^sione  fa  Jalia  pa  Lmcitotta  f  Siti, 


:d  bi  the  Galahad  of  tbe  I 
Ltept  LQ  take  tlie  aimple,  1 


"  Ihe  tiook  and  writGr  both  wei 
thl3  enphuSatlc  paraplimae  up 
•s  fit  On  denanclatory  iiiteu^ty 
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SONNETS  AND  MADRIGALS. 


THE   EIRTH   OF   LOVE. 

r^jjufj^  KNOW  not  if,  in  waking  dream,  or  sleep, 
j^gLt^^  His  light,  that  made  her,  on  my  soul 
I^M^^  hath  shined ; 

^^^«gS^|  Or  if  from  out  the  raemorj  or  Ihe  mind 
Aught  else  of  brighiucss,  poured,  my  spirit  doth 


Perchance  within  me  some  late  beam  I  keep 
Of  Heaven's  original  glory  left  behind  ; 
Some  smouldering  sense  of  flcarce  I  know  what 

Of  sweetest  pain ;  whence  I  perforce  must  weep. 

Hot  of  myself,  nor  can  I  well  declare 

Whence,  is  the  power  that  in  mo  moves,  and 

guides 
My  dazzled  heart  through  every  new  surprise. 

But,  since  I  saw  you,  lady,  thus  I  fare, 

Whom  bitter  sweet  with  yes  and  no  divides, 
I>oiiblJess  't  is  all  the  doing  of  your  eyes. 
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LOVE   VINDICATED. 
^*1ALL  it  not  impious  crime,  nor  mortal 
^^      That  noble  lore  that  mighty  Beauty 


JjOvo  wakes  and  moves ;  and  plumes  his  wings  lo 

His  npward  goal.    And  olt  the  aoul,  that  slights 
Her  earthly  home,  lo  Heaven's  anceslral  heights 
Doth,  by  his  ardor  lured,  her  flight  begin, 

The  love  that  speaks  of  thoe  aspires  on  high, 
Nor  feebly  burns  nor  (alters.     To  obey 
A  baser  passion  my  true  heart  were  shamed. 

True  Love  for  Heaven,  as  Lust  for  Earth,  doth 
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MADRIGALS. 


^gjj-fe^iE,  though  unbound  yet  free  in  vain, 
gpSM&l        What  fetter  binds  and  brings  to  th«e  t 
WX^M   If  sight  of  thee,  with  unseen  chain, 
laTva^l       Can  fetter  those  thyself  wouldst  free, 

W  hat  po«er  have  I  thoso  eyes  to  flee 
WhotL  warm  desire 

The  darts  uf  Lo\e  hath  dipt  in  fire? 


Why  memory  of  those  eyes,  and  the  dear  hope 
Whereby  I  live  not  only,  but  am  blest, 
From  hour  to  hour  do  all  my  days  begnile, 
Demand  the  cause,  wherewith  in  vain  I  cope, 
Of  Love,  and  Hatare,  that  allow  no  rest, 
And  the  fond  wont  that  mine  hath  been  long 

With  all  life's  hours  to  pile 
Love's  monument  to  thee. 
Life  soon  were  death,  conid  life  no  longer  see 
Youf  light,  fliveet  eyes  : 
For  all  my  life  is  by  yoar  light  begot, 
And  soon  it  dies 
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Who  ill  myself  raoro  eeoms  to  be 

At  home,  than  was  mj-eelf  before  ^ 

/low  balh  it  happ'd,  that  I  should  miss 

The  moment  when  she  slipped  so  slyly 
Jjito  mj  heart  t  and  what  ia  this. 

This  wistful  loYO,  that  through  &e  eyes 
Into  tbc  soul  doth  steal  so  sbyly, 

And,  there  grown  bold  and  wanton,  tries 
A  thousand  ways  of  esit  wily  ? 


If,  here,  in  sculptured  stone, 
Whereto  ercwiiile  did  Art  her  form  consign. 

That  form,  while  years  roll  on. 
May  live,  0  what  with  her  sweet  self,  —  divine 
Not  to  mine  only,  but  all  mortal  sight,  — 

By  Heaven  shall  then  be  done  1 
Since  she  Heaven's  making  ia ;  litis  marble,  merely 

Yi;t  must  she  fade,  and  follow  Time's  brief  flight ; 

And  all  her  beanty  is  but  hers  in  apiio. 

If  Death,  that  lakes  her  life,  the  dead  stone  spare. 

What  shall  rep^r 
This  wrong  to  Nature  done  by  Time's  disdain. 
If,  while  her  son's  works  stay,  her  own  be  ta'en  ? 


That's  owed  him  yet,  despite  the  long  years  past 
My  soul,  that  groans  and  cries 
As  one  that,  injured,  dies. 
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Laments  in  me  my  better  life  downcast. 

'Twixt  what  to  bless  ami  lilast 
Hath  power,  —  'twixt  Death  and  Love, 
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CANZONE. 

l^fest^pW  doth  life's  flame  bura  down,  and 

M  i^nt  Fsst  as  from  fallen  thunder  fades  away 
fe'ay^iiiil  The  fluttering  fire  that  winged  his  ar- 
dent flight. 

Love,  all  thine  ancient  hurts  I  pardon  thee  ; 

But  my  fiunt  heart,  where  chilled  thy  hot  darts 

Deep  wounded  once,  doth  no  new  wounds  in- 

If  all  thy  fires  those  languid  eyes  could  light, 
The  worn-out  heart  would  not  rekindle  now 

Its  long-ijucnched  glow. 
Wherefore  I  shun  thee,  Lore,  in  self-disdiun  ; 
Too  weak  a  wearying  war  10  wage  again. 

life,  by  new  beanty,  wouldst  thou,  haply,  lure 
Back  to  the  perilous  pass,  my  dull  desire, 
Warned  by  old  woes,  will  aow  no  more  essay? 
Worst  aia  those  ills  which  later  years  endure : 
And  I  should  be  vs  ice  before  the  Arc, 
That  doth  not  kindle,  but  dissolves  away. 
Death,  from  the  danger  of  my  later  day 
Sole  saviour  now,  must  plaok  me  from  the  harm 

Of  thy  fierce  arm, 
That,  working  woe  by  eight  of  others'  weai. 
Still  strives  to  whirl  a  long-arrested  wheel. 
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Sad  shade  of  solemn  thoughts  that  oeighbor  night. 
This  bodj  eoon  W>  leave  behind  her,  where 
Her  ghosdj  jonmej  must,  erelong,  begin ; 
Wfiidi  mingled  hope  and  fear  bnt  dimly  light. 
Ah,  Love  1  how  fierce  diou  slandest,  fall  in  sight 
Of  m;  Ead  ejes ;  strong-armed,  Irom  me  co  rend, 

What  me  defend, 
Those  limoly  thouglits  of  Death  ;  that  thy  wild 

May  from  a  withered  tree  snateh  leaves  and  9ow- 


What  can  I  more  t     What  owe  I  thee  t     TAy  debt 
Is  paid  in  full.     More  hours  can  he  afford 
Whose  past's  whole  wealth  thy  greedy  garner 

stocks  t 
What  craft  or  what  compnlsion  back  may  get 
To  thee  my  liomage  gone,  nngenerous  lord. 
Who  mak'st  the  pain  thy  seeming  pity  moeks  1 
The  soul  that  hath  undone  her  dungeon  locks. 
And  loosed  her  bonds,  knows  better  than  again 

To  hug  her  chain, 
And  all  her  new-found  freedom,  fooled,  forego 
His  Eorvice  to  resume,  that  wronght  her  woe. 

Whatever  earth  brings  forth  earth  takes  again  r 
And  more  and  more  all  mortal  beauty  fieets : 
Who  loves  (and  this  know  I)  is  never  free: 
Near  neighbor  is  great  pleasure  to  great  pain  : 
And  mo»t  by  those  that  deepest  drain  ihe  sweets 
The  bitters  in  life's  ehaliee  tasted  be. 
0  tyrant  Love,  what  ia  thy  will  of  me  ? 
Wilt  Uion  that  I,  oblivions  of  past  ill. 
Be  thy  fool  still, 
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While  the  scant  time,  my  near  departnre  daims. 
Be  spent  by  thee  on  sorrows  and  on  shamea  T 

Go,  BOi^  of  mine,  from  ice  by  lire  begot ! 
And  liaplj  if  Love  meet  theo  by  thtj  way. 

Bid  him  delay 
To  war  with  one  that  challenges  him  not: 
Tell  bim,  he  wins  no  glory  by  the  blow 
That  smites  a  long-alreMy-fallen  foe. 
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EONS  ARD. 


SONNETS   AND    CHANSONS. 


d  le  bus  que  ma  sainde  AngekUs." 

5)EliiE  is  the  wood  that  freshened  to  her 
song: 
•ti  here  the  flowers  that  keep  her  foot- 
prints jct ; 
WbiTe,  ail  alone,  my  saintly  Anpeletle 
Went  wandering  with  her  maiden  thonghts  along  : 


She  lingered  through  it,  searching  here  and  there 
Those  daisies  dear  which  in  her  breast  she  dropped: 

Here  did  she  sing :  and  here  she  wept :  and  here 
Her  smile  came  back  :  and  tliere  I  seem  lo  hear 
Those  faint  half-words  wherewith  mj  heart  is 

There  did  she  sit :  there  childlike  did  she  dance 
To  some  vague  impulse  of  her  own  romance. 
Ah,  Love  on  all  these  thoughts  unwinds  my  life  ! 
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"  Cache  pour  cest  aukt." 

Hide  for  a  night  thy  horn,  good  Moon !  Fair  fortune 
For  this  shall  keep  Eudjiiiion  ever  prest 
Ueep-Ureamiag  amorous  on  thine  ai^nt  breast, 

!Nor  ever  shitll  enclukoter  thee  importune. 

Hateful  to  me  the  day :  most  sweet  the  night  I 
I  fear  the  myriad  meddling  eyes  of  day  : 
But  courage  comos  with  night.     Close,  dose,  I 

Your  curtaina,  dear  dark  skies,  on  my  delight! 

Thou,  loo,  thou  Moon,  thou  too  hast  felt  love's 

PaD  with  a  white  fleece  won  thee  fbr  an  hour. 

And  yon,  sidereal  si^^ns  in  yonder  blae. 
Favor  the  Are  whereby  my  heart  is  moved  ! 

Forget  not,  signs,  the  greater  part  of  yoa 
Was  only  set  in  heaven  for  having  loved. 


"  Page  sag  mcy." 
Follow,  my  Page,  where  the   g 


^-nurtured  blossoms. 
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And  here  mine  ink,  and  here  my  papers,  place; 
A  hundred  pages  wliite,  wliereon  to  irate 

A  liundred  words  of  desultory  woo  : 
Words  which  shall  last  like  graven  diamonds  sure, 

That  some  day  lience  a  future  rate  may  know, 
And  ponder  on,  ihe  pain  that  I  endure. 


"  Les  espkn  sont  a  Ceres." 

Ceres  hath  her  harvests  sweet : 

Chloris  hath  the  jonng  green  grass : 

"Woods  for  Fauns  wiih  cloven  feet : 
His  gre«n  laurel  Phcebus  has  : 

Minerva  hath  her  olive  tree : 

And  the  pine  's  for  Cybele. 

Sweet  sounds  are  for  Zephyr's  wings  : 
Sweet  fruit  for  Pomona's  bosom : 

I'or  the  Nymphs  are  crystal  springs  : 
And  for  Flora  bnd  and  blossom  ; 

Butsighings,  weepings,  sad  ideas. 

These  alone  are  Cjlherea's. 


"Ma  douce  Jouvence." 

Mt  sweet  youth  now  is  all  done  ; 
The  strength  and  tlie  beauty  art  gone  ; 
The  tooth  now  is  black :  and  the  head  now  is  wiate : 
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And  the  nerves  oow  are  loosed :   in  the  reins 
Only  walCT  (not  blood  now)  remains 
Where  the  pulse  beat  of  old  with  delight. 

Adieu !  0  my  lyre  1  O  adien 

Yon  sweet  women,  my  lost  loves !  and  yon. 
Each  dead  passion !     The  end  creepeih  nigher. 

Not  one  paalime  of  youth  has  kept  pace 

With  my  age ;  naught  is  left  in  their  place 
But  the  bed,  and  the  cup,  and  the  fire. 


And  wherever  I  linger,  or  go, 
I  turn  back,  and  look  after,  to  knon 
If  Death  be  stQl  dogging  my  feet : 

Dogging  me  down  the  dark  stair 
That  wiudetli,  I  cannot  tell  where, 

To  some  Pluto,  that  opens  forever 
His  cave  to  all  comers :  alas. 
How  easily  down  it  all  pass, 

And  retom  from  it  —  never,  ah  never ! 
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DANISH. 


^TBETCHJNG  the  tired  Lmba  over  the 
ground, 
I  Laying  the  head  o'er  tlie  Elfin  Mound, 
■  '    'r  dreamed  I,  to  liear  and  to 

Two  milli-wliite  maidens  come  liglid;  to  me, 

I  saw  tiiem  hut  once ;  I  shall  see  them  no  more. 
Dreaming  is  o'er. 


Two  milk-wliiie  maidens:  two  little  clf-girls : 
One  of  them  kist  me  under  the  curls  : 
One  of  them  whispered  me  warm  in  the  car, 
"Up,  and  dance  with  us !  the  moon  shines  clear 
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"  And  look  1  anil  my  sisters  shall  glance  the  sweet 

And  risel  and  my  sisters  shall  dance  the  sweet 

dances: 
And  list!  and.  my  sisters  shall  sing  the  sweet  songs." 
And  the  Elves  of  the  forest  came  round  mc  in  throngs. 

Around  me  in  throngs  '■ 

I  saw  them  but  once ;  I  shall  see  them  no  more. 

Dreaming  is  o'er. 


And  a  marvellous  music  in  air  was  heard, 
And  voices  neither  of  breeze  nor  bird  : 
And  the  torrent,  that  never  before  stood  s 
Stopped  all  at  once  of  his  own  wild  will 

On  the  windy  hill. 
I  saw  them  but  once  :  I  shall  see  them  no 
Dreaming  is  o'er. 


The  torrent,  that  never  before  was  at  rest. 
Stilled  ovBcj  beat  of  his  bubbling  bfeast : 
And  the  little  white  delicate  lishes  all 
Danced,  dimpling  the  diamond  waterfall 

That  stood  like  a  wall. 
I  saw  them  but  onee  :  I  shall  see  them  no 
Dreaming  Is  o'er. 
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And  all  the  sweet  things  that  lite  in  tho  air 
Sang  aloud  down  the  valleys,  and  everywhere 

Througli  the  mooQligiit  Mr, 
I  saw  tieia  but  once ;  I  shall  see  them  no  more. 
Dreaming  is  o'er. 


"  And  wilt  thou  he  of  us  ^  and  wilt  thou  be  ours  ? 
We  will  play  thee  strange  muBlc,  and  ply  thso 

strange  powers : 
Dance  thee  sweet  dances,  and  sing  thee  sweet  tunes  r 
And  tfiach  thee  to  read  and  to  write  tha  groat  runes 

That  chann  stars  and  tnoous." 
I  saw  them  but  once  ;  I  shall  sec  them  no  more. 
Dreaming  is  o'er. 


"And  that  dreaming  dragon,  that  sleepeth,  rolled 
Fold  over  fold,  on  a  heap  of  red  gold. 
Shall  lift  up  the  eyelid  from  over  the  eye, 
And  sleepily  see  thee,  and,  seeing  thee,  By 

To  the  desert,  and  die." 

I  saw  them  but  onco  :  I  shall  see  them  no  more. 

Dreaming  is  o'er. 


Round  the  elfin  ring  did  the  music  flow : 
And  they  dancCd  high,  and  they  danced  low. 
I  watohed  them,  drooping  an  eyelid  bland. 
But  grasping  the  glaive  in  the  wary  hand, 

Not  trusting  the  band. 

I  saw  them  but  once :  I  shall  see  them  no  nor 

Dreaming  is  o'er. 
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And,  "  nearest  thou  ?  fearcst  tliou,  fool,  to  feel 

Delajeet  thoa  f  wcigtiest  thoa  mirth  with  a  meas- 

We  will  give  thee  q^uiet  riddance :  long  rest  from 

all  strife ; 
And  cnt  off  the  cares  that  encumber  thy  life 

With  a  sharp,  sharp  knife." 
I  saw  them  but  once :  I  shall  see  them  no  more. 
Dreaming  is  o'er. 


If  the  cock  had  not  crowed  at  that  moment  so  shrill. 
And  the  red  dawn  flickered  far  off  on  the  hill, 
Which  sent  them  all  flitting,  by  tens  and  twelves, 
I  might  have  heen  there  with  them  jet,  and  the  Elves 

Had  mj  soul  to  themselves. 
But  I  saw  them  once  onlf ,  and  saw  them  no  mota. 
Dreaming  b  o'er. 

12. 
Thoa,  that  lidest  hy  night  over  elfln  groand. 
Lay  not  the  head  on  the  ElGu  Mound. 
And  let  not  the  eyelid  sink  over  the  eye : 
For  the  Elves  are  fair ;  and  the  Elves  are  sly ; 

And  a  man  might  die. 

Once  only  I  saw  them  i  I  see  them  no  more. 

Dreaming  is  o'er. 
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LORD    OLAF. 

PART  I. 


0  the  tnciTj  wedding  feast  to  bid  the 
wedding  goeat, 
Light,  Lord  Oluf,  nnespied,  in  the  mid- 
dle night  cloth  ride: 
danec  flics  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

white  women  dance  in  tlic  wild  wood. 


0  the  merrj,  merry  wives  !  fair  tlicy  dance  hv  foure 

But  the  Elf  Queen  of  them  all ....  he  ha(h  heard 

tJiD  Elf  Qaeen  call. 
And  the  dance  flies  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

While  the  white  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"  Hail,  Lord  Olaf,  to  the  dance  !  while  the  moon 

And  the  Ehade  is  on  the  tree,  get  Ihee  down  and 

danco  with  me. 
For  the  dance  flies  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  the  while  women  danco  in  the  wild  wood," 
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"  Nay,  nay,"  he  answered,  —  "  nay,  I  may  neither 

list  nor  stay ; 
lor  to-morrow,  0  to-morrow  is  my  merry  marriage 

But  the  ckni»  flics  fast  tbrough  the  bollow,  hollow 

And  the  white  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"List,  Lord  Olaf  I  an' ye  will  dance  with  me  by 

yonder  hill, 
Te  shall  Iiave  a  saik  of  silb,  soft  as  steep  and  white 

And  the  dance  flies  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  the  ivhite  women  dance  in  tlie  wild  wood. 


"  Hist  I  a  silken  sark  snow-white  :   for  my  mollicr 

bleached  it  bright 
In  the  mad  moonlight,  in  the  middle  of  the  night." 
0  the  dance  ftiee  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  the  white  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"  Nay,  I  may  no  more  delay ;  neither  list  to  what 
For  to-moriow,  for  to-morrow  is  my  merry  marriage 
Bnt  the  dance  flies  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 
And  the  white  women  dance  in  the  wOd  wood. 
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'•  List,  Lord  Olaf  1  an"  with  me  ye  will  dance  by 

Ye  shall  have  a  scarf  of  gold  broidered  bright  on 

scarlet  fold." 
And  (be  dance  Hies  fast  throngh  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  Ibe  white  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


n  ecarf  away !  1  may  neither  look 


For  to-morrow,  0  to-morrow,  is  m j  merry  meirrl^e 
But  the  dance  flies  fast  tlirongb  the  hollow,  hollow 
And  the  while  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"  Hiat,  Lord  Olaf !  scarlet  fold,  broidered  gay  with 

burning  gold ; 
For  I  wrought  it  in  the  cold  of  the  caverned  bills 

of  old." 
0  the  dance  fllea  fest  through  the  hollow,  lioUow 

And  the  while  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"Keep,  0  keep  the  silken  sark,  and  the  golden 
scarf  I  for  hark. 

From  the  far-off  forest  dells  cornea  a  sound  of  bri- 
dal bells ! " 
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Bat  the  dance  flies  f^t  tlirougb  the  hollon',  hollow 
And  the  white  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 


"An'  je  will  not  liance  with  me,  list,  Lord  Olaf, 
ye  shall  be 

Forest  bridegroom  ever  borne  to  hie  grave  <m  bri- 
dal raoiTi." 

Ho !  the  dance  flies  fyst  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  the  white  women  dance  in  tie  wild  wood. 


Light  she  leapt  to  his  red  horse :  "  Now  ride  on 

across  the  gorac ! 
"  Eide  !  "  she  cried,  "  Not  every  bride  clasps  a,  dead 

And  the  dance  flics  fast  through  the  hollow,  hollow 

And  the  while  women  dance  in  the  wild  wood. 
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TtgSTflALE,  Lord  Olaf  stood  before  his  owa 
I^^Jja  jrood  eastle  door, 

^j^^gE   And  hia  mother  from  the  gate  called, 
^^i^l  ''Lord  Olaf,  why  so  law  ? " 

The  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  so 
coldl 


"And,  Lord  Olaf,  do  ye  ail:     Why,  son  Olaf, 

why  BO  pale? 
Tor  thy  cheek  is  white  as  death,  and  there's  blood 

upon  the  heath." 
The  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  so 


"Mother,  mother,  much  I  ail ;  and  my  cheek  may 

well  bo  pale. 
Evil,  evil  was  the  chance !     I  have  seen  the  Elf 


"Hold I  what  aay  ye,  O  my  son?  and  what  is 

ye  have  done  ? 
And  wW  shall  I  tell  iJij  bride  ? "     "  Tell  her,  ti 

her  that  I  ride," 
(0  Elf  Queen,  0  Elf  Queen,  thy  kisiing  is  , 

cold  I) 
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"  That  I  ride  around,  around  ia  tho  forest,  with 

my  hound ; 
In  the  fbresi  through  the  gorse,  to  try  my  red  roan. 

But  tho  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is 

6. 

Blithely  blows  the  casde  horn  for  the  merry  mar- 
riage morn  : 

Anil  the  silver  music  swells  from  the  swinging 
brill  id  bells. 

But  the  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is 


Como  tho  minstrels :  comes  the  priest :  with  the 

merry  wedding  guest ; 
And  the  bride  with  the  bride-maiden ;  and  the 

baii<|Uei  board  is  laden. 
The  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  ao 

cold! 


And  the  hydrontel  is  poured,  and  the  red  wino, 

round  the  board. 
"  Mother,  mother,  where  is  he  that  should  be  here 


1,  the  Elf  Queen,  har  kissing  i^ 
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"  0  lie  rides  around,  around  in  the  fbresC  with  his 

ho  and ; 
Id  the  foreEt,  througli  the  gorse  with  his  greyhound 

and  Ms  horse." 
The  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  so 

10. 

"Nay,  his  horse  is  in  the  stall,  and  his  gi'BjhDund 

in  (he  hall ; 
And  0,  dear  as  tliose  may  be,  more  Lord  Olaf 

lovcth  me !  " 
The  Elf  Queen,  tto  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  so 


"  Long  his  horse  may  stand  in  stall,  and  his  grcy- 

honnd  bide  in  hull : 
Weary  men  do  slumber  deep :   and  he  liefh  in  a 

The  Elf  Queen,  the  Elf  Queen,  her  kissing  is  so 


Then  the  scarlet  cloth  she  raised,  ant!  upon  his 

face  they  gaaed  : 
And  fear  fell  upon  them  all,  tlie  feasters  in  that 
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"  0  maiden,  maiden,  w 


He  that  sleepcth  such 
i!"     Not  a  word  the 


14. 


On  the  mournful  mon-ow  morn  three  corpses  forth 
From  the  ensile  corpses  three  :  und  two  were  Mr 
0  Elf  Queen,  0  Elf  Queen,  thy  kissing  is  ao  cold ! 
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s^^ilBEN  the  following  poems  were  first 
^^^^  published,  ttiej  were  critieiseil  ia  the 
pOTBpR  '^'"rfoy  RevieiD  by  a  writer  than,  whom 
l^^sJ^Kl  there  are  probably  few  Europeans  more 
tl  uroughh  conrersant  wilh  the  languages,  the 
1  lertture  and  the  social  life  of  the  East ;  and  for 
whom  I  entertain  too  sincere  a  respect  to  neglect 
thi  opportimity  of  endeavoring  to  remove  from 
h  3  mind  a  misapprehension,  occasioned  (much  lo 
my  regret)  by  the  unintentional  ambiguity  of  my 
own  langnage. 

Assuming,  from  some  words  in  a  short  preface, 
by  which  the  first  edition  of  them  was  accom- 
panied, that  these  verses  were  offered  to  the  pnbUc 
as  a  translation  of  songs  orally  collected  by  myself 
from  the  wandering  singers  of  them  in  Servia,  my 
critic  proceeded  (and,  I  mnst  add,  very  courleous- 
ly)  to  protest  against  a  pretension  which  I  had 
certainly  no  intenyon  whatever  of  putting  forward 
in  their  behalf. 

These  ballads,  as  was  staled  in  the  preface  to 
which  I  refer,  are  neither  Translations  nor  Para- 
phrases.   Strictly  speaking,  indeed,  I  cannot  prop- 
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erly  call  them  eren  Imitations ;  for  tlie^  attempt 
neither  the  imitation  of  Servian  metres,  nor  the 
treatment  of  subject  in  porelj  Servian  forms,  nor 
even  the  faithfal  expression  of  purely  Servian  sen- 
timent. In  feet,  they  represent  nothing  mora  than 
the  result  of  a  passing  wish  to  embody  in  forms  of 
my  own  the  personal  impressions  made  upon  my- 
self by  the  popular  poetry  of  a  people  amongst 
whom  I  was  living  wlien  they  were  written.  In 
the  preface  alluded  lo,  reference  was  made  to  the 
French  prose  translation  of  Servian  ballads  and 
legends  (from  which  the  suhjeecs  of  these  versca 
are  taken)  in  the  work  of  M.  Dozon :  to  the  priv- 
il^e  of  whose  personal  intercourse,  no  leas  than  to 
his  interesting  hook,  I  am  indeed  greatly  indebted 
for  information  abont  a  country  in  which  be  ba9 
long  resided ;  althongh,  in  ^a  composition  of  these 
versions  of  Servian  song,  I  also  received  assistance 
from  others  of  my  acquaintance  in  that  country. 

But  in  that  onlucky  preface  it  was  said  of  these 
verses,  tJiat,  "  whether  weeds  or  wild-flowcrs,  they 
had,  at  least,  been  gathered  upon  native  EOil." 
And  it  is  to  this  not  very  original  figure  of  speech 
—  occurring,  as  it  did,  immodiatsly  after  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  Wind  bards  of  Servia,  and  the  mode  in 
which  the  traditions  of  their  race  are  preserved  by 
the  songs  tliey  sing  —  that  I  must  attribaCe  the 
misfortune  of  baviug  conveyed  to  the  mind  of  my 
accomplished  rritic  an  impression  lliat  I  intended 
to  pass  off  my  own  verses  as  derived  from  ori^nal 
sources,  and  translalfid  by  myself  from  the  recita- 
tion of  those  singers.  I  am  soiTy  for  it.  I  in- 
tended nothing  of  the  kind.  All  1  meant  to 
imply  was,  that  my  verses  had  been  prompted,  ami 
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were  cliaracterizad,  by  the  local  influences  of  a, 
period  passed  in  eontemplatioii  of  much  of  the 
scenery  to  which  they  often  refer,  and  in  personal 
contact  witli  the  people  from  whose  history,  hahits, 
a,nd  sentiments  the  subjects  of  them  are  detired. 
la  short,  ihe  pubhcation  of  Ihese  ballaiis  was 
occasioned  only  by  a  belief  that  the  freshness  of 
impressions,  thus  directly  received,  might  possibly 
hare  imparted  to  them  some  of  the  qualities  which 
ought  to  be  found  in  original  rerse.  Thete  is  a 
merit  which  belongs  to  accurate  translation,  and 
there  ia  a  merit  which  belongs  to  spirited  para- 
phrase. I  presume  to  think,  howerer,  that  th«^ 
b  also  another  kind  of  merit  (belonging  neither  to 
the  one  nor  the  other}  in  the  vividness  with  which 
a  writer  oiaj  succeed  in  imparting  to  the  minds  of 
his  readers  sensations  added  to  the  stock  of  his 
own  individuality  by  contact  with  a  literature 
embodying  the  thoughts  and  fancies  of  an  expe- 
rience unfamiliar  to  himself  and  to  his  rouiltry- 
men.  It  is  the  attainment  of  this  kind  of  merit 
which  is  here  aimed  at.  Gioellie,  indeed,  who 
probably  knew  nothing  of  Servian,  has  left  us  a 
version  of  one  of  these  very  ballads :  and  Goethe's 
Terston  has  a  merit  and  an  interest  of  its  own,  as 
an  original  work,  notwithsiaudiug  the  feet  that  it 
was  composed  from  an  Italian  translation.  Goethe 
was  never  in  Sarvia,  nor  could  any  personal  knowl- 
edge of  that  country  be  needed  bj  so  great  an 
ardat  as  Goethe,  eitlior  lo  prompt,  or  justify,  the 
annexation  of  any  province  of  Servian  Song  to 
\ai  literary  doraiuns.  For  myself,  however,  I 
confess  that  if  I  had  never  been  in  Servia  these 
verses  would  never  have  been  written,  and  should 


.,,  Google 


they  succeed  in  conveying  to  the  sense  of  any 
reader  of  them  somethiDg  of  the  novelty  of  those 
impressions  which  induced  me  to  write  them,  they 
■Will  have  sufBciently  accomplished  the  objei^t  of 
Mitic  author. 

OWEN   MEREDITH. 
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^^^^^1  There,  all  in  chariicKrs  fair, 
He  wrote  a  letter ;  and  there 
Bade  liis  eslaffettcs  despatch 
To  bear  it  to  Krouohcvatch, 
To  IhB  white-walled  town  of  the  Tzar, 
■To  the  hands  of  Prince  Lazar. 
"  Listen,  Lazama,  chief  of  the  Serbs,  to  me  ! 
That  which  never  hath  been,  that  which  nerer  «l 

be. 
Is  that  two  lords  one  land  should  swaj, 
And  the  same  layas  two  tributes  pay. 
Send  10  rae,  therefore,  the  tributes  and  keys ; 
The  golden  keys  of  each  white  town ; 
And  send  me  a  seven  years'  tribute  with  these. 
But  if  this  thoii  wilt  not  do, 
Then  como  thon  down  over  Kossovo  : 
On  the  field  of  Kossovo  como  thou  down, 
That  we  may  divide  the  land  with  our  swords. 
These  are  my  words." 
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A  gray  bird,  a  falcon,  comee  fljing  apace 

iFrom  JecuBfllem,  from  the  Holy  Place ; 

And  he  bears  a  light  swallow  abroad. 

It  is  not  a  gray  bird,  a  falqoo,  God  wot ! 

Bat  the  Saint  Elias  ;  and  it  is  not 

A  light  swallow  he  bears  from  afar, 

Bat  a  letter  from  the  Molher  of  God 

To  the  Tzar  who  in  Kossovo  stays. 

And   the  letter  is   dropt  on   tJie   tnees   of   I 

Tzar; 
And  Ihese  are  the  words  that  it  says ;  — 

"  Lazams.  Prince  of  a  race  that  I  love, 

Which  empire  choosest  thou  ? 

That  of  the  heaven  above? 

Or  that  of  the  earth  below  ? 

If  thou  choose  thee  an  earthly  realm, 

Saddle  horse,  belt,  spur,  and  away  I 

Warriors,  bind  ye  both  sabre  and  helm. 

And  rush  on  the  Turks,  and  they 

Wilh  their  army  whole  shall  perish. 

But,  if  rather  a  heavenly  crown  thou  cherish, 

At  Koiisovo  build  ye  a  temple  fair. 

There  no  Ebundatioas  of  marble  lay. 

But  only  silk  of  the  scarlet  dye. 

Bange  je  the  army  in  battle-array. 

And  let  oath  alid  all  full  solemnly 

Partake  of  the  blessed  sacrament  there. 

For  then  of  a  certainty  know 

Ye  shall  utterly  perish,  both  thou. 

And  thine  army  all ;  and  the  Turk  shall  be 

Lord  of  ihe  laud  that  is  under  ihee." 
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When  the  Tzar  he  read  these  words. 

His  thoughts  were  as  long  and  as  shaip  as  bw 

"  God  of  my  fathers,  whait  shall  I  choose? 

If  a  heavenly  empire,  then  innst  I  lose 

All  that  is  dearest  to  me  upon  eartb; 

Bat  if  tliat  the  heavenly  here  I  refuse. 

What  then  ia  the  earthly  worth  ? 

Il  is  bat  a  day. 

It  pasaeth  away. 

And  the  glory  of  earth  full  soon  ia  o'er, 

And  the  glory  of  God  is  more  and  more." 

"  What  il  this  world's  renown !  " 

(His  heart  wai  heavy,  Ms  soul  was  stirred.) 

"  Shall  an  earthly  empire  be  preferred 

To  an  everlasting  crown  t 

At  Kossovo  build  me  a  temple  fiiir : 

Lay  no  foundations  of  marble  down, 

But  only  Bilk  of  the  scarlet  dye." 

Then  he  sent  for  the  Servian  Patriarch : 

With  him  twelve  bishops  to  Kossovo  went. 

It  was  at  the  lifting  of  the  dark : 

They  ranged  the  army  in  battle-array. 

And  tlie  army  all  full  solemnly 

Eeccived  the  blessed  sacrament, 

And  hardly  was  ihts  done,  when  lo  '. 

The  Turks  came  rushing  on  Kossovo. 


Ivan  KossantcHtch,  my  probratirae, 
What  of  the  Turk  ?     How  deem  ye  of  him  f 
Is  he  strong,  is  he  many,  is  he  near  ? 
Oitr  battle,  say !  may  we  show  biro  ? 
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And  Ivan  KossaDtchitch  replied : 

"  Miloseh  Ob'ilitcb,  my  brother  dear, 

I  have  lookt  on  the  Turk  in  his  pnde. 

He  is  strong,  he  is  many,  he  ia  near, 

His  Mnis  are  on  everj  side. 

Were  we  al\  of  us  hewn  into  morsels,  and  salted, 

Hardly,  I  think,  should  we  salt  him  his  meat. 

Two  whole  days  have  I  journeyed,  nor  halted. 

Toward  the  Tnrk,  near  the  Turk,  roaad  him,  and 

Could  I  nnmher  his  numbers,  or  measure  his  end. 
From  the  Maple  to  Sazlia,  brother,  mj  feet 
Have  wandered ;  from  Sazlia  round  by  the  river, 
Where  the  river  comes  round  to  the  bridge  with  a 

And  over  the  bridge  to  the  town  of  Zv€tchan ; 
Prom  Zi'elchan  to  Tchechan,  and  farther,  and  ever 
Farther,  and  over  ijie  mountains,  wherever 
Foot  may  fall,  or  eye  may  scan, 
I  saw  naught  but  the  Mussulman, 

•'Eastward   and   westward,   and   southward   and 

Sealing  the  hillside,  and  scathing  the  gocae. 
Horseman  to  horseman,  and  horse  against  horse; 
Lances  like  forests  when  forests  are  black ; 
Standards  like  clouds  flying  backward  and  forward. 
White  tents  like  snowdrifts  piled  up  at  the  back. 
The  rain  may,  in  torrents,  fidl  down  out  of  heaven. 
But  never  the  earth  will  it  reach  : 
Nothing  but  horsemen,  nothing  but  horses, 
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Thick  as  the  sands  which  the  wild  river  courses 

Leave,  after  tempest,  in  heaps  on  the  beach. 

Murad,  for  pasture,  hatli  given 

To  bin  horsemen  the  plain  of  Mazguite. 

Lances  a-ripple  all  over  the  land. 

Tost  like  the  bearded  and  billowy  wheat 

By  the  winds  of  the  monntain  driven 

Under  the  mountain  slab. 

Mnrad  looks  down  in  command 

Over  Sitnitza  and  Lab." 

"  Answer  me,  IvaA,  answer  ye  mo, 

Where  may  the  cent  of  Murad  be  1 

Bis  milk-white  lent,  ma;  one  see  it  afar 

O'er  the  plain,  Irom  the  monntain,  or  out  of  the 

Tor  I  have  sworn  to  the  Prince  Lazar 
A  solemn  vow  upon  Holy  Rood, 
To  bring  him  the  head  of  the  Turkish  Tzar, 
And  set  my  feet  in  bis  inHdel  blood." 

"  Art  mad,  my  pobratirao,  art  mad  ? 
Where  may  the  tent  be,  the  tent  of  Muvad? 
In  the  midst  of  a  million  eyes  and  ears. 
In  the  midst  of  a  million  swoi^is  and  spears. 
In  the  bean  of  the  camp  of  the  Turk. 
Fatal  thy  vow  is,  and  wild  is  the  work ; 
For  hadst  thou  the  wings  of  the  falcon,  Co  fly 
Fleeter  than  lightning,  along  the  deep  aky. 
The  winga  of  the  falcon,  though  fleet  be  tboy. 
Would  never  bear  thee  thy  body  away," 

And  Milosoh  abjured  him  :  "  O  Ivan,  my  brother 
(Though  not  by  the  blood,  yet  more  dear  than  all 
other), 
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See  thou  say  nothing  of  this  to  our  lord, 

Lest  yc  sorrow  his  heart ;  and  say  never  a  word, 

Lest  our  friends  be  afflicted,  and  iail.     Bat  thou 

Shalt  rather  answer  to  who  would  linow. 

And  boldly  aver  to  the  Tzar, 

•Tlie  Turk  is  many,  but  more  ats  we, 

And  easy  and  light  is  the  victory  : 

For  he  is  not  au  army  of  men  of  war. 

But  a  rabble  rather 

Of  rascals  tl  a  ga  he 

To  promise  of  plunder  f  om  places  a&r ; 

Priests  and  pedl  rs 

Jugglers  and  fiddl 

Dancers  an  I  d  umn 

YarletE  and  mnn  n 

Boys  and  bnfFoon    —  all     an  loons 

That  never  in  burly  of  battle  have  bled, 

Never  have  combated  sword  in  hand  ; 

They  are  only  come,  the  beggars,  for  bread, 

And  lo  l^ed  on  the  &t  of  the  land. 

And  the  dreadful  dismal  dysentery 

Is  among  their  men,  and  their  horses  die. 

Of  a  dajiy  increasing  malady.' " 


Lazarus,  lord  of  the  Serbs,  our  Tzar, 
At  Krouehevatch  high  Slava  doth  hold. 
Aronnd  him,  sitting  by  cups  of  gold, 
His  sons  and  his  seigneurs  are. 

To  right,  the  reverend  Youg  Bogdan ; 
Round  whom  the  nine  young  Yougovitch  ; 
To  left,  that  thrice-accurse'd  man, 
The  traitor  black,  Vouk  Brankovitch  ; 
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Aiiil  many  a  lord,  along  [he  board, 
Aud  l^t  of  alt,  in  [he  knightly  traiit, 
Miloach,  ihe  maniy  Voivod  ; 
Next  him,  Servian  Vbivodes  twain, 
Iran  Kossantchitch,  his  brother  in  God, 
And  Milan  Toplilxa,  a  man  without  stiun. 

And  tlie  Tzar  bade  pour  the  purple  wine. 
And,  brimming  up  his  golden  cup, 
Lookt  all  adown  that  lordly  line. 

"  To  whom  shall  the  King  first  pledge  ? ''  he  1 

"  If  first  to  age,  this  health  should  be. 

To  no  man  do  I  drink  but  thee, 

Bevered  old  Toug  Bogdan ; 

But  if  to  rank  on  high  degree, 

Vook  BrankOTitch,  I  drink  to  thcc. 

If  to  fl^iendship  be  llie  toa^t, 

My  brothers  nine,  I  know  not  which 

Amongst  yoa  all  I  love  the  most, 

Yoa  gallon  Uiear[«d  Yongovilch  I 

If  to  beauty,  then  be  thine, 

Ivan,  first  the  flowing  wine. 

If  to  length  and  etrei^h  of  limb. 

Then  the  wine  to  Milan  brim, 

No  man  measnrea  height  with  him. 

If  to  Tolor,  more  tJian  even 

Stature,  beauty,  friendship,  age, 

Our  first  honors  should  be  given, 

Then  to  Miloseh  must  we  pledge. 

Yet,  be  that  as  it  icay  be, 

Milosch,  I  drink  to  none  but  thee  I 

Milosch,  thy  health  i 

Drink,  man,  drink ! 
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Why  ehouW  any  man  care  to  thinks 
Traitor  or  true,  or  friend  or  foe, 
To  thee  I  drain  this  goblet  lowj 
And,  ere  to-morrow,  at  Kossovo, 
Thoa  Uiy  master  hast  betrayed 
To  the  Turk,  for  wages  paid, 
(Friend  or  fbe,  whaie'er  befall. 
True  or  traitor,  what  care  I?) 
Tlie  King  dvinka  to  thee  in  this  hall. 
Lip  to  lip,  and  eye  to  eye, 
Pledge  me  now  in  sight  of  all ; 
And,  since  to  thea  I  fill  it  up. 
Take  thou  too  this  golden  cup. 
And  add  it  to  ill-gotten  wealth,  — 
Milosch,  thy  health !  " 

Lightly  Miloscb  bounded  up. 
Lightly  caught  the  goldoo  cup. 
To  the  black  earth  bowed  his  head. 
And,  "  Noble  master,  thanks  I "  he  &iud, 
"  For  the  pledge  thou  plodgost  me. 
And  thanks  that,  of  thy  courtesy, 
Thoa  t«  Die  dost  first  allot, 
A  true,  true  health,  0  Kiag,  to  thee, 
To  pledge  back  in  this  golden  token ; 
Thanks  foi  Ihb,  my  lord,  bnt  not 
For  the  words  which  thou  host  spoken. 
For,  oh  1  (and  may  my  loyalty. 
Dear  liege,  not  fatal  prove  to  me. 
Before  the  truth  is  judged  between 
Ua,  and  his  fiur  company) 
My  true  heart  is  sound  and  clean, 
Traitor  never  have  I  been, 
Traitor  never  will  I  be  I 
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But  at  Eossovo  to-morrow  morn 

I  trust,  as  I  am  a  livin);  man, 

A  soldier  and  a  Cliristiim, 

To  go  to  the  death  fur  the  tru«,  true  faith, 

True  Co  the  last  where  my  fiiith  is  sworn. 

Careless  ol  calumny,  scorning  scorn  ! 

The  traitor  is  sitting  by  thy  side, 

He  tonchoth  thy  robe,  thy  wine  he  drinketh, 

Tu  God  and  his  ting  he  hath  fbnlly  lied, 

Vouk  Brankovitch,  the  servile-eyed, 

ChristiaQ  false,  and  perjured  friend  t 

God  judge  between  na  twain  i"  the  end, 

And  perish  he  in  the  thought  he  thiaketh ! 

To-morrow  a  noble  day  will  be. 

For  at  Kossovo  all  men  shall  see 

What  is  the  truth  betwixt  us  two. 

And  who  is  traitor,  and  who  is  true. 

For  I  swear  by  the  great  ana  in  the  sky, 

And  I  swear  by  the  living  God  on  h^h 

That  judgeth  ns  all,  whate'er  befall. 

When  at  Kossovo  upon  battle-plain, 

Murad,  the  Turk,  I  have  aonght  and  slain 

(Sought  and  slain,  for  I  swore  by  the  rood 

To  set  ray  feet  in  his  Turkish  blood), 

If  God  but  grant  me  sale  and  saue 

A  living  man  to  come  agmn 

Back  to  wIiite-walM  Krouehevatch, 

And  there  that  irulor  foul  I  catch, 

Vouk  Braiikovitch,  I  will  have  by  the  throat. 

All  men  shall  see  it,  and  all  men  shall  note, 

Foi'  it  shall  be  done  in  the  light  of  the  snn. 

To  my  good  war4ance  I  vrill  fix  his  skull, 

As  a  woman  fixes  a  ball  of  wool 

To  her  distaff  when  her  spinning  is  done. 
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Then  I  will  bear  him  to  Kossovo, 

Bear  him  bacl:  to  the  battle-plain ; 

AH  [Den  shall  see  it,  and  all  meo  shall  bnow 

Who  is  the  traitor  of  ns  twain." 


At  the  tojal  board  a  noble  pair 
Sit  together,  and  fiiU  sad  they  are. 
Lazarus  and  his  Militza  fair, 
The  sweet-eyed  Tzarina  and  the  Tzar. 
Tronbled  is  the  Tzar's  broad  brow, 
The  Tzarina'3  ejea  are  dim, 
And,  with  tears  that  dare  not  flow. 
The  Tsarina  says  to  him  :  — 

"Lord  Lazarns,  0  golden  crown 
Of  Seryia,  and  sweetheart  my  ownl 
To-morrow  mom  to  Kossovo 
Witli  thee  to  the  battle  go 
Servitors  and  Voivodes. 
I  alone,  in  these  abodes. 
Vacant  of  thy  Toice,  remain ; 
Hearing,  haply,  on  the  wind, 
Murmnre  of  the  ba.ttl&-plain ; 
Heavy  of  heart,  and  sad  of  mind. 
Silent  in  sorrow,  alone  with  pain. 
0  think  on  this,  my  life,  my  lord. 
Never  a  soul  to  carry  a  word 
To  KoseoYO,  frocn  me  to  thee. 
To  Krouchevatch  from  thee  to  me ; 
Wherefore,  lord  of  my  brothers  nine. 
The  sons  of  Youg,  our  lather  old, 
(Golden  stars  in  a  crown  of  gold  I) 
Let  one,  for  once,  be  wholly  mine. 
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Mine  to  witness  iJie  tears  I  weep ; 
Mine  to  solace  the  vigil  I  keep ; 
Mine  alone,  of  my  nine  brothers, 
To  pray  with  mo  for  those  eight  others ; 
Of  brothers  nine,  bnt  leave  me  one 
To  swear  by  when  the  rest  be  gone  I " 

And  Lazaras,  lord  of  the  Serbs,  replied : 

"Militza,  sweetheart,  wife  true-eyed, 

Of  thy  nine  brothers,  leD  to  me  which 

Thou  lovest  best,  that  he  should  rest 

In  onr  white  palace  to  watch  by  thee. 

Which  of  them,  sweethewl. '!  —  tell  to  me  I " 

And  she  answered,  "  Bocko  Yougovitch." 

And  Lazarus,  lord  of  the  Serbs,  replied : 

"Militza,  sweetheart,  wife  trne-eyed. 

To-morrow,  when  from  her  red  bower 

The  watery  dawn  begins  to  break, 

Ere  yet  the  sun  hath  ffelt  bis  power 

Seek  thou  the  city  walls,  and  take 

Thy  poet  against  the  Eastern  gate  : 

There  shaft  thou  see  the  army  pass. 

To  mantle  the  field  ia  martial  state. 

And  trample  the  dew-drop  out  of  the  grass. 

All  lasty  warriors,  leal  and  true. 

Who  in  battle  have  never  turned  their  backs. 

In  complete  steel,  with  curtle  axe ; 

Each  spearman  true,  as  his  own  true  steel. 

And,  fbremost  of  all,  that,  with  iron  heel, 

Crush  the  wet  violet  down  in  the  moss, 

Willi  purple  plumes,  in  v^ture  rich, 

Thy  brother,  Bocko  Yougovitch, 

Bearing  the  standard  of  the  Cross. 

Seize  thou  the  golden  bridle-ring. 
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Now.  when  the  dawn  from  her  red  bower 

Upclomb  the  chilly  ski«s,  and,  all 

Athwart  the  fteshening  city  tower. 

The  eilent  light  began  to  fall 

Abonl  the  breeay  jellow  flower 

That  shook  on  the  shadowy  city  wall, 

Militzit,  througb  the  glimnieriag  streets, 

Goe9  forth  against  the  Eastera  gale. 

There,  all  i'  the  tnorniog  light,  she  meets 

The  army  on  to  the  distaot  down. 

Winding  out  of  the  dnsky  town, 

To  mantle  the  field  in  martial  stole. 

And  trample  the  dew-drop  one  of  the  grass. 

O  brothers,  a  goodly  Eight  it  was  1 

With  curtle-axB,  in  Mmplete  steel. 

So  many  a  warrior,  lusty  and  leal. 

So  many  a  spearman,  stout  and  true. 

Marching  to  buttle  In  order  dne. 

And  Toremost  among  that  stately  throng. 

With,  over  bis  bchnet'fl  golden  boss, 

Bloating  plumes  of  the  purple  rich. 

The  gallant  Bocko  YougoTitch 

Bearing  the  standard  of  the  Cross. 

All  blazing  gold  his  corselet  beamed. 

Imperial  purple  fold  on  fold, 

The  mighty  Christian  ensign  streamed 
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Over  his  red-roan  coarser  bold  ; 
And  high  upon  the  standard  top 
Against  the  merry  morning  gleamed 
An  apple  wrought  of  purest  gold ; 
Thereon  the  great  gold  cross,  from  which 
All  glittering  downward,  drop  by  drop, 
Great  golden  acorns,  lightly  hang, 
Orer  his  shining  shonldcr  flung 
Flashes  of  light  o'er  Yougovitch. 

She  caught  the  bridle  ring :  in  check 
The  red-roan  courser  pawed  (he  ground. 
About  hor  brother's  bended  neck 
Her  milk-whito  arm  she  softly  wound, 
And  half  In  hope,  and  half  in  fear. 
She  wiiispeted  in  the  young  man's  ear : 
"Brother,  my  liege  and  thine,  the  king, 
Commits  me  to  thy  comforting. 
Ho  greets  thee  fair,  and  bida  me  say 
(The  wliich  with  all  my  heart  I  pray) 
'That  thou  the  royal  ensign  yield 
To  whomsoever  thou  deemest  best. 
And  turn  about  from  the  battle-field 
At  Krouchevatch  with  me  to  rest. 
That  of  nine  brothers  I  may  have  one 
To  swear  by  when  the  rest  be  gone." 

Bnt  "Foul  befall,"  the  young  man  said, 
"  The  mat)  that  turns  bis  horse's  head, 
Whoe'er  he  be,  from  battle-plain : 
Turn  thee,  sister,  turn  again 
To  thy  white  tower  1     I  will  not  yield 
The  Holy  Cross  'tis  nime  to  bear, 
Nor  turn  about  from  the  battle-lield. 
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Not  though  the  ting  should  givE,  I  swear, 
The  whole  of  Kroucheratch  to  me, 
Would  I  turn  thichenrards  with  thee. 
To-daj  will  be  the  noblest  day 
Ton  sun  in  heaven  did  ever  see ; 
Nor  shall  my  own  true  comrades  saj 
This  day,  in  sorrow  or  scorn,  of  me,  — 
*  The  craven  heart  that  dared  not  go 
To  the  groat  fight  at  Koesovo ; 
That  feared  to  find  a  sainlJy  death, 
Nor  poured  his  blood  for  Holy  Kood, 
Nor  fell  for  the  Christian  faith.'" 
He  prickt  his  horse  Ijiward  the  gate. 
And,  through  a  cloud  of  hoary  mist 
Glittering  like  one  great  ameUijst, 
Swept  forth  into  the  morning  van. 
Then  up  there  rides  in  royal  Blate, 
With  his  seven  sons,  old  Youg  Bogdan. 
She  slopt  them  one  by  one ;  she  took 
The  bridle  rein ;  she  spoke  to  them  all. 
Not  one  of  them  all  would  turn  and  look : 
Not  one  of  them  till  would  listen  and  wut ; 
Jut  the  trumpet  Eounded  in  the  gal«. 
And  they  followed  the  trumpet  call. 

And  after  these,  a  little  space, 

Voin  Yougovitch  not  far 

She  spied  come  riding  at  slow  pace, 

Leading  the  destriers  of  the  Tzar, 

All  trapt  and  housed  with  gold  be  they, 

And  going  an  amble  by  the  way. 

His  good  steed  was  of  dapple  gray. 

She  caught  the  bridle  ring :  in  check 

The  good  gray  courser  pawed  the  ground. 
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Her  milk-white  arm  she  Eoftly  wound 
About  her  brother's  bonded  neck  ; 
And  half  in  hope,  and  half  in  fear- 
She  whispered  in  the  jonng  man's  ear  : 
"  Brother,  my  liege,  and  Ihioe,  the  king. 
Commits  me  to  thy  comforline. 
He  greets  thee  fair,  and  bids  me  sa,j 
(The  wliich  with  all  my  heart  I  pray) 
That  thou  the  royal  destriers  yieid 
To  whomsoever  thou  deemcst  beat. 
And  tarn  abont  5'om  the  butiJe-field 
Itt  Krouchovatch  with  me  to  rest, 
That  of  nine  brothers  I  may  have  one 
To  swear  by  when  the  rest  be  gone." 

But  "  Sister,  foul  befall,"  he  said, 

"  The  man  that  turns  his  horse's  head. 

Whoe'er  he  be,  from  battle-plain ; 

Turn  thee,  sister,  tarn  again 

To  thy  white  tower  1     I  will  not  yield 

The  destriers  of  my  lord  the  Tzar, 

Nor  turn  a,bout  from  the  battle-field. 

Where  all  my  noble  kinsmen  are. 

Albeit  to  meet  my  death  1  go 

To  the  great  fight  at  Kossovo  ] 

To  pour  my  blood  for  Holy  Kood, 

To  fight  to  the  death  for  the  Chrisiiatt  Faith, 

With  my  kinsmen  all  to  fi)-ht  and  tall. 

With  OUT  foreheads  against  the  foe." 

Through  the  gate  he  prickt  his  steed. 
And  off  to  the  dreary  downs  afar. 
Leading  as  &st  sn  he  might  lead 
The  doslriors  of  the  Tzar. 
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But  Dame  Militza,  when  no  more 
She  heard  the  echoing  hoofs  that  tore 
Her  brother  from  her,  even  as  one 
From  whom  the  light  of  life  is  gone. 
Felt  Bwooning  on  the  cold  curb-stone. 

Then  came  the  Tzar  himself  anon. 

And  his  great  wui'-horse  pacing  on, 

Did  slontly  neigh  in  Instj  pride  ; 

But  when  he  past  beside  that  stone, 

He  Btopt,  and  stoopt,  and  swerved  aside. 

There,  all  her  fair  white  length  o'erthrown. 

The  Tzar  his  own  true  wife  espied, 

And  fast  the  bitter  tears  donn  ran, 

As  he  calied  to  his  servant  Gouloban  :  — 

"  Good  Goulohan,  mj  feithfol  friend. 
In  this  thy  trusty  service  prove ; 
From  off  tbj  milk-white  horse  descend. 
And,  as  thoa  dost  thy  master  love. 
In  thj  true  arms  thy  mistress  take. 
With  whom  to  her  tall  tower  go ; 
And,  God  foi^ve  thee  for  my  sake. 
But  go  not  thou  to  Kossovo. 
I  will  requite  thee  when  again 
1  meet  thee,  if  I  be  not  slain  ; 
Howbeit,  I  deem  my  doom  at  hand. 
For  the  Turk  is  lord  of  half  the  land." 

Down  slept  the  trusty  serviag-man. 
Full  fast  his  bitter  tears  down  ran. 
And  sad  was  the  heart  of  Goulohan. 
He  lifted  up  that  drooping  flower. 
Lifted  her  on  to  bis  milk-white  steed. 
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There  laid  he  her  in  linen  bed. 

And  lowJy  laid  her  lovely  head. 

But  o'er  ihe  airy  momiag  smote, 

Alony  the  Wowing  breeie  reuioie, 

A  solitary  trumpet  note. 

Full  well  the  milk-white  war-horse  knew 

The  music  of  that  martial  sonnfl, 

And  in  the  court-yard  pawed  the  ground. 

And  blithely  from  his  nostrils  blew 

The  morning  mist.     Then  Gouloban 

Adown  the  tarret  stairway  ran. 

He  leapt  to  stirrup,  he  leapt  to  eelle. 

From  fleeting  hands  ho  waved  farewell; 

Again  he  heard  the  trumpet  blow, 

And  he  rode  back  to  Kossovo. 


All  when  the  misty  morn  was  low. 
And  the  rain  was  raining  heavily, 
Two  ravens  came  from  Kossovo, 
Plying  along  a  lurid  sky : 
One  after  one,  thoy  perched  upon 
The  palace  of  the  great  Lazar, 
And  sat  npon  the  turret  wall. 
One  'gan  croak,  and  one  'gao  call, 
"  Is  this  the  palace  of  the  Tzar  ? 
And  is  there  never  a  soul  inside  ?  " 

Was  never  a  son!  within  the  half. 
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Sare  MiliCza.     She  espied 

The  two  black  birds  on  the  turret  wall, 

That  all  in  the  wind  and  rain  did  croak. 

And  tliiis  the  ravens  ahe  bespoke : 

"la  God's  great  name,  black  ravens,  say, 

Whence  came  je  on  the  wind  lo-day? 

Ib  it  from  the  plain  of  Kossovo  ? 

Hath  the  blooilj  battle  broke  ? 

Saw  ye  the  two  armies  there  ^ 

Have  they  met  ?     And,  friend  or  Ibe, 

Which  hath  vanquieht!     How  do  they  fare^ ' 

And  the  two  black  fowls  replied  : 
"  In  God's  great  name,  Militza,  dame, 
From  Kossovo  at  dawn  we  Came. 
A  bloody  battle  we  espieil : 
We  saw  the  two  great  armiea  there, 
They  have  met,  and  ill  they  ftre. 
Fallon,  fallen,  fallen  are 
The  Turkish  and  ihe  Christian  Tzar. 
Of  the  Turks  is  nothing  left; 
Of  the  Serbs  a  remnant  rests, 
Hackt  and  hewn,  carved  and  clefi, 
Broken  shields,  and  bloody  breasts." 
And  lo !  while  yet  the  ravens  spoke. 
Up  came  the  servant,  Miloatiae: 
And  he  held  bis  right  hand,  cleft 
By  a  ghastly  sabre  stroke. 
Bruised  and  bloody,  in  his  left ; 
Gashi  with  gaslies  seventeen 
Tawned  his  body  where  lie  stood. 
And  Ills  horse  was  dripping  blood. 

"0  sorrow,  sorrow,  bitter  woo 
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And  sorrow,  Miloutine  I "  she  said ; 
"  For  now  I  know  mj  lord  is  dead. 
For,  were  he  liWng,  well  I  know, 
Thoa  hadat  not  left  at  Kossovo 
Thy  lord  forsaken  to  the  foe." 


Lay  me,  lay  ine,  mistress  miue: 

A  little  water  from  the  well 

To  hatha  my  wonnds  in  water  cold. 

Tor  they  are  deep  and  manifold ; 

And  luuchlng  my  Up  with  rosy  wine. 

That  I  may  speak  before  I  die. 

I  would  not  die  before  I  IcU 

The  tale  of  how  they  fonght  and  fell." 

She  got  him  from  his  bloody  eteed, 

And  wiped  the  death-drops  from  his  brow, 

And  in  the  fi^esh  grass  laid  him  low ; 

And  washt  his  wounds  in  water  cold, 

For  they  were  deep  and  manifold  ; 

Full  ghastly  did  they  gape  and  bleed : 

She  stanched  them  with  her  garment's  Ibid, 

And  lightly  held  his  body  up, 

And  bathed  his  lips  with  rosy  wine. 

And  all  the  while  her  tears  down  ran. 

And  dropt  into  the  golden  cup ; 

And  still  she  questioned  of  the  war : 

■'  0  tell  me,  tell  me,  Miloutine, 

"Where  fell  the  glorious  Prince  I^zar? 

Where  are  fallen  my  brothers  nine  1 

Where  ray  father,  Youg  Bt^dan  ! 

Where  Miloseh,  where  Vouk  Branfcovitch  i 

And  where  Slrahinia  Banovitch  ? " 
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Then  when  the  servant,  Miloutine, 
Three  draughte  had  draJiied  of  rosy  wi 
Although  his  ejes  were  waxing  dim, 
A  little  strength  came  back  to  him. 
He  stood  up  on  hiE  feet,  and,  pate 
And  ghastly,  thus  began  the  tale ;  — 


Hover  return  !  je  shall  see  them  no  more ; 

Nor  ever  meet  ihem  within  the  door. 

Nor  hold  their  handE.     Their  hands  are  cold, 

Their  bodies  bleach  in  bloody  mould. 

They  are  slain  I  all  of  tbem  slam  ! 

And  the  maidens  shall  mourn,  and  the  mothers  de- 

Heaps  of  dead  heroes  on  battle-plain. 
Where  they  fell,  there  they  remain. 
Corpses  stiff  in  (heir  gore. 
But  their  glory  shall  never  grow  old 
Fallen,  fallen,  in  mighty  war, 
Fallen,  lighting  ahont  the  Tzar, 
Fallen,  where  ftll  onr  lord  Laiar ! 
Nevermore  be  there  voice  of  cheer  ! 
Nevermore  be  there  song  or  dance ! 
Muffled  be  moon  and  star  t 
For  brokeo  now  is  the  lance. 
Shivered  both  shield  and  spear, 
And  shattered  the  scytnicar. 
And  cleft  is  the  golden  crown. 
And  the  sun  of  Servia  is  down, 
O'erthrowu,  o'erthrown,  o'erthrown, 
The  roof  and  top  of  our  renown. 
Dead  is  the  great  Lazar  ! 
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"  Hare  je  seen  when  the  howling  storm-wind  takes 

The  lopniost  pine  on  a  hoary  rock, 

Tugs  at  it,  and  tears,  and  slkkes,  and  breaks. 

And  tumbles  it  into  the  ocean  ? 

So  when  this  bloody  day  began,  — 

In  Che  roaring  battle's  opening  shock, 

Down  went  the  gray-haired  Yong  Bogdao. 

And  following  him,  the  noblest  man 

That  ever  wore  the  silver  crown 

Of  age,  grown  gray  in  old  renown, 

One  after  one,  and  side  by  side 

Tighting,  tjiy  nine  brothers  died  : 

Each  by  other,  brother  brother 

Following,  tiU  death  i^K>k  them  all. 

Bat  of  these  nine  the  last  to  fall 

Was  Bocfco.     Hira,  myself,  I  saw. 

Three  awful  hours,  —  a  sight  of  awe. 

Here,  and  there,  and  ererywhere. 

And  all  at  once,  made  manifest, 

Like  a  wild  meteor  in  a  troubled  «r. 

Whose  motion  never  may  be  guesL 

For  over  all  the  lurid  rack 

Of  smoking  battle,  blaxed  and  burned, 

And  streamed  and  flasht, 

Like  flame  before  the  wind  nptumed. 

The  great  imperial  ensign  splasht 

With  blood  of  Turks :  where'er  he  dasht 

Amongst  their  bruised  battaUons,  I 

Saw  them  before  him  reel  and  fly  ; 

As  when  a  falcon  from  on  high, 

PouQCB  on  a  settle-down  of  doves. 

That  murmnrs  make  in  myrrhy  groves. 

Comes  flying  all  across  the  sky, 

And  scatters  them  with  instant  fright ; 
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So  flew  the  Turks  to  left  and  right. 

Broken  before  him.     Miloscb  fell, 

Pnrsoed  by  myriads  down  the  dell. 

Upon  Sitnitia's  mshy  brink, 

Whose  chilly  waves  will  toll,  I  think. 

So  long  m  time  itself  doth  roll. 

Red  with  remorse  that  they  roll  o'er  him. 

Christ  have  merey  on  his  soal, 

And  bless^  bo  the  womb  that  bore  him. 

IJot  alone  he  fell.     Before  him 

Twelve  thousand  Turkish  soldiers  (fell. 

Slaughtered  in  the  savage  deli. 

His  right  hand  was  wet  and  red 

With  the  blood  thai  he  bad  shed. 

And  in  that  red  right  hand  he  had 

(Shorn  from  the  shoulder  sharp)  the  head 

Of  the  Turkish  Tzar,  Murad. 

"  There  resteth  to  Servia  a  glofy, 

A  glory  Chat  shall  not  grow  old ; 

There  remaineth  to  Servia  a  story, 

A  (ale  to  be  chanted  and  told ! 

They  are  gone  to  their  graves  grim  and  gory. 

The  beaiirifiil,  brave,  and  bold  ; 

But  ont  of  the  darkness  and  desolation. 

Of  the  mourning  heart  of  a  widowed  nation. 

Their  memory  wakelh  an  exultation  1 

Yea,  so  long  as  a  babe  shall  be  born, 

Or  there  resteth  a  man  in  the  land,  — 

So  long  as  a  blade  of  com 

Shall  be  reapt  by  a  hnman  hand,  — 

So  long  as  the  grass  shall  grow 

On  the  mighty  plain  of  Kossovo, — 

So  long,  so  long,  even  so, 
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"And  as  for  what  ye  inquire 
Of  Vonk,  —  when  the  worm  and  mole 
It  work  OD  his  bones,  may  his  soul 

"y  einge  in  hell-fiivj  ! 
(t  be  the  womb  that  bore  him  I 
Curst  be  his  fether  before  him ! 
Curst  be  the  race  ana  the  name  of  him ! 
And  foul  as  bis  sin  be  the  fame  of  him  I 
For  blanker  trMtor  never  drew  Bword,  — 
False  to  his  faith,  to  his  land,  to  his  lord ! 
And  doubt  ye,  doubt  ye,  the  tale  1  tell  f 
Ask  of  the  dead,  for  the  dead  know  well ; 
Let  them  answer  ye,  each  from  his  mouldy  bed. 
Pot  there  iii  no  falsehood  among  the  dead  : 
And  there  be  twelve  thousand  dead  men  know 
Who  betrayed  the  Tiar  at  Kossovo." 
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From  the  rifts  of  tlie  rocky  quarries  the  Vila* 
heara  him  and  vall^  : 


VUnBateBupemal 

ur^  beings  ths 

,t  appear  freriuently 

«ry,aiide\latB>tl 

liadnylnlhep 

nperatition. 

irba.    I  have  been 

oriKlu,  bat 

lid  K*ni  Id  be  a  n 

iCQiianl  of  the  i 

ea.-lj  SU 

ivc  mytbol- 

it,beingap™intjil 

a  raw,  to  have 

Ithefiteot 

ind  memben  of  au 

^fiuryfamUy,i 

tatidingUie 

of  pMhaps  BlmiH 

tM  many" holy frere 

a "  SB  tbosc 

^"blessing  efth 

artribuled  the  ia, 

:*lhat  "Mert 

>  /atWes." 

1  a  kind  iK  Setce  Oreada,  dnlllD 

:theinoui.. 

i  fttens,  aDd  somi 

;dmeB  about  tl 

iu  of  waste 

are  varyioK, 

1  dlatiocUy 

.able,  but  they  a, 

■e  ni->stly  teirl 

bte,  aot 

hey  are  not,  howe 

>er,  iDcapabLe 

pathy  «Lth 

m  race  ;  for  they 

haie  been  kooirn  (cbo 

ugh  geoer. 

r  belDg  vanqolshe 

d  by  them)  to 

>  of  this  is  to  be 

fonod  lu  the  rtcordcd 

expJolta  of 

Lratlefilib    Th« 

■edbyo 

.,,  Google 


TBE  STAG  AND   TBE   VILA.        481 

"0  beast  of  the  mountaia  meadows,  lio  woods, 

and  the  waterfalls, 
What  sorrow  is  thine,  so  great  that,  browsiog  at 

morn,  at  noon  tbon  ailost, 
And  now  to  the  stars  thoa  art  moaning  T     What 

is  it  that  (hon  bewailest  ? " 
And  the  stag  to  the  Vila  makes  answer,  monrn- 

fnlly  moaning  low  ; 
"  0  queen  of  the  mountain,  my  sister  !  I  mourn 

for  my  lost  white  doe. 
My  milk-white  doe,  my  dariing  1  from  mo,  o'or  the 

She  wandered  away  to  the  fountain ;  she  wandered, 
she  never  came  hack. 

Either  forlornly  she  wanders,  mourning  me,  miss- 
ing her  way. 

Or  the  hunters  have  followed  and  found  her,  and 
she  hath  perisht  their  prey. 

Or  else  she  forgets  me,  the  faithless  thing  I  and 
ever  by  valley  and  crag 

Strays  wanton  after  a  l>elliiig  note,  and  follows 
another  st^. 

amw,  was  nearly  maesticred  by  Marko.    They  preMrve, 
beauty.    They  beliuve  Lq  God  aod  Salut  Juhu,  Bod  alilior  the 


owl!^  more  beauty  in  their 


nith  long  ball  flootii^  oi 
simples,  tbey  Imov  the  pr 
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If  she  be  lost  in  the  lonesome  places,  and  hollows 

under  the  moon, 
I  pray  that  God,  of  his  goodness,  will  guide  her 

If  the  hunters  have  slaitt  my  beloved  one,  wander- 
ing the  woodtand  alone, 

I  pray  that  God,  of  hie  justice,  will  send  them  a 
fate  like  my  own ; 

But  if  she  follows  another  stag,  caring  no  more  to 


I  WALKT  the  hiffh  and  hollow  wood,  ft om  dawn 

to  evendew. 
The  wild-eyed  wood  stared  on  me,  and  uncla^pt, 

and  let  mo  throngh, 
Where   mountain   pints,  like  great  bhu.k  birds, 

stood  percht  against  the  blue. 

Hot  a  whisper  heaved  the  woven  woof  of  those 

All  the  Utile  leaves  lay  flat,  immoved  of  bird  or 

breeze: 
Day  was  losing  hghc  all  round,  by  indolent  d^rees. 

Underneath  the  brooding  branches,  all  in  holy  shade, 
Viiscco  hands  of  mountHin  things  a  mossy  couch 


e  flowers  my  beloved  \s 
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Slipping  down,  a  sunbeam  batted  lier  brows  wilh 

bounKous  gold, 
Unmoved  upon  her  maiden  breast  her  heavy  hair 

Her  smile  was  silent  as  the  smile  on  corpses  throe 
hours  old. 

"  O  Godi  "  I  thought,  "if  this  he  death,  that  makes 

My  heart  stood  still  with  tender  awe,  I  dared  not 

waken  her, 
But  to  tho  dear  God,  in  the  sky,  this  prayer  I  did 

"  Grant,  dear  Lord,  ia  the  blesse'd  sky,  a  warm 

wind  from  the  sea, 
To  shake  a  leaf  down  on  my  love  from  yonder 

That  she  may  open  her  sweet  eyes,  and  haply  look 

The  dear  God,  ftora  tho  dislant  sea  a  little  wind 

releast. 
It  shook  a  leaflet  from  tho  tree,  and  laid  it  on  her 


Two  lovers  kist  in  the  meadow  green. 
They  thought  there  was  none  to  espy : 
But  tlio  meadow  green  told  what  it  had  s( 
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To  the  white  flock  wandering  by. 
The  while  floclt  told  it  the  shepherd; 
The  shepherd  the  tniTeller  from  lar : 
The  traveller  told  it  the  moriner, 
Watching  the  pilot  star : 
The  mariner  told  it  his  little  bark : 
The  little  bark  told  it  the  sea : 
The  sea  told  it  the  river, 
Flowing  down  by  the  lea : 
The  river  told  it  the  maiden's  mother, 
And  so  to  the  maid  it  came  back ; 
The  maiden,  as  soon  sa  she  heard  it. 
Curst  them  all  for  a  telltale  pack : 

"  Meadow,  he  barren  forever. 

Grass,  grow  not  henceforth  from  the  inonld  of  llici; 

Hock,  be  devoured  by  the  wolf! 

Shephetd,  the  Turk  seize  bold  of  thcc ! 

Traveller,  rot  of  the  fever  I 

Mariner,  drown  in  the  gulf! 

Bark,  may  the  whirlwind  perplex  thee. 

And  Ire^  thee  against  the  shore  1 

Sen,  may  the  moon  ever  vex  thee! 

River,  be  dry 


Wherb  mountains  shut  the  silence  up,  a  milk-white 

maiden  stood : 
Her  face  was  like  a  light,  afLd  kindled  all  the  sohtude. 
And  while  the  wild  white  mountain  flowers  turned 

passionately  pale, 
Aud  while  the  chilly  water  ran  reluctant  to  the  vale. 
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And  the  bald  eagle,  near  the  sun,  stood  stil!  on 

eome  Call  peak, 
Tliat  milk-white  maiden  to  her  own   sweet  face 

begun  to  speak ;  — 

"  0  face,  sweet  source  of  all  my  care, 

Fair  face  (becaose  I  know  thee  iair!) 

If  I  knew  thou  shouldst  be  kist 

By  any  husband,  withered,  old,  and  gray, 

I  would  wander,  mut-like,  with  the  inist. 

The  monstrous  monnt^n  many  a  league  away. 

Until,  in  some  abandoned  place, 

Where  the  starved  wolf  cracks  the  bonca 

Uf  pcrisht  men,  and  Che  wind  groans 

For  want  of  something  to  devour, 

I  should  And,  wild  io  iJie  wind. 

Among  the  blotchc  and  mildewed  stones, 

The  harsh-blowing  absinth  flower ; 

And  pluck  the  stubborn  root  of  it. 

That  from  the  bitter  fruit  of  it 

I  might  the  blighcing  juiee  express  ; 

Therewith  to  bathe  thee,  0  my  face,  my  face  1 

Till  all  thy  beauty  shonld  be  bitterness. 

And  each  uoloved  caresa 

lium  OD  the  old  man's  lip,  which  should  embrace 

Death  on  thy  rosy  portals,  0  my  face  ! 

"  But  if  I  knew,  0  my  face,  my  face ! 

That  thy  lips  should  be  kist  by  whom  I  would  list, 

I  would  glide,  ancspied,  tt>  a  place,  my  face, 

Wliere  red  roses,  I  know,  ripely  ripple  and  blow. 

And  white  lilies  grow  more  snowy  tiian  snow ; 

And  all  in  tlie  bcJmy  evening  light, 

Wliilo  the  dew  is  new,  and  the  stars  but  a  few. 
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The  roses  so  rcfl,  and  the  lilies  so  white, 
I  would  pluck,  with  the  sunset  upon  thctn,  and  press 
From  those  flowers  rtcir  swroteet  sweetnesses. 
To  embalm  thee,  my  face,  till  what  ho  should  embraee 
Shonld  bo  birer  than  lilies  and  richer  than  roses ; 
So  that  when  on  thy  lips  mj  beloved  one  raposes, 
A  thousand  summers  of  fragrant  sighs 
Might  fan  the  ^nt  fire  of  his  soul's  desire 
With  raptures  pure  as  the  rivers  that  rise 
Among  the  rallejs  of  Paradise." 


Slie,  Love  me,  my  love,  from  those  heights  of  thine. 
And  1  sliall  grow  tall,  so  tall ! 
The  pearl  is  small,  but  it  haogs  above 
A  royal  brow,  and  a  kingly  mind ; 
The  quail  is  little,  UttJe,  my  love, 
Eat  she  leaves  the  hunter  behind. 


He,    O  MAIDEN  of  my  soni ! 

What  odor  from  the  orange  has 
That  breathes  about  thy  brea 

sweet  power? 
What  sweetness,  unto  me 
More  sweet  than  amber  honey  U 
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She.  By  the  aweet  heavens,  young  loTer ! 
No  odor  from  the  orange  have  I  stole; 
Nor  have  I  tobbeii  for  thee, 
Doarcat,  (he  amber  dower 
Of  the  buLlding  bee, 
from  any  hollow  lower 
In  oaken  bole : 

Bnt  if,  on  thia  poor  breast  tliou  dost  disi 
Fragrance  of  such  sweet  power, 
Trust  me,  0  my  bslove'd  and  my  lover, 
T  is  not  of  basil,  nor  the  immortal  How( 
But  from  a  virgin  soni. 


She.  I  am  wed,  ray  Beloved.     And  I  liavo  given 
A  child  to  thia  world  of  woo. 
And  the  name  I  have  given  my  clitld  ia  thine. 
So  that,  when  I  call  to  me  my  little  ono. 
The  heaviness  of  this  heart  of  mine 
For  a  little  while  may  lie  gone. 
For  I  say  not .  .  .  .  "  IDther,  hither,  my  eon !  " 
But  .  .  .  .  ■'  Hither,  my  love,  my  Beloved  I  " 
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The  morning  ia  growing :  the  cocks  a 
Let  me  away,  love,  away ! 

'T  is  not  the  morning  light ; 
Ooly  the  moonbeam  white. 
Stay,  my  white  Iamb,  Etay, 
And  sleep  on  my  bosom,  sleep  I 


'T  is  not  the  cattle  there ; 
Only  tlie  call  to  prayer. 
Stay,  my  white  lamb.  Slay, 
And  sleep  on  my  bosom,  sleep ! 

The  Tnrke  are  warning  lo  the  mosquo  :  't  is  morn- 
ing! 
Let  me  away,  love,  away ! 

'T  is  not  the  Tuiifs,  sweet  soul ! 
Only  the  wolves  that  howl. 
Swy,  my  white  lanib,  stay, 
And  sleep  on  my  bosom,  sleep ! 

The  white  roofs  are  gleaming:  the  glad  cliiUlrca 

screaming ; 
Let  me  away,  love,  away  ! 
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Kj  mother  in  the  gateway  culls  W 

straightway  I " 
And  I  must  away,  Iotb,  away  ! 

Thy  motiier  's  in  her  bed, 
Dumb,  holy,  and  dead. 
Stay,  my  white  lamb,  stay. 
And  sleep  on  my  bosom,  sleep ! 


All  at  the  mid  of  the  night,  there  arose 
A  quarrel  'twixt  husband  and  wife ; 
Por,  the  yonng  Omer  Bey  and  his  spouse. 
Falling  into  discussioi)  and  sliiCb, 
Wild  words  to  each  otlier  they  saifl. 
Side  by  side,  at' the  dead 
Of  the  night,  on  their  marri^e-bcd. 


But  it  was  not  a  trifle,  you  g 
That  set  words  running  bo  higti. 
Yet  the  cause  iu  dispute  (to  be  brieO 
Was  only  a  while  kindkerchief, 
Broidered  all  orer  with  gold. 
And  scented  with  rose  and  with  amber. 
So  sweet,  the  whole  house  could  not  hold 
That  scent  from  the  nuptial  chamber. 
For  (the  whole  truth  herewith  to  disclose) 
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This  handkcroliief  hroiJcrcd  witli  gold, 
And  aeented  with  amber  and  rose, 
Had  been  ^ven  to  the  Bej  (10  enfold 
Hec  letters,  which  lay  on  his  hreast). 
By  the  mistress  that  he  loved  best. 
But  his  wife  had  a  sensitive  nose 
For  the  aeeot  of  amber  aad  rose ; 
And  the  fiend  himself  only  knows 
Whether,  but  for  a  lie,  ere  the  close 
Of  that  quacrel  there  had  not  been  blows. 

"  You  know  I  've  a  sister,  my  treasure, 
The  wife  of  our  friend  ZeMr  Bey ; 
I  love  her,  yon  know,  beyond  measure, 
And  she,  dear,  on  our  bridal  day, 
To  me  gave  this  white  handkerchief, 
Broidered  alt  over  with  gold. 
And  scented  with  amber  and  rose  ; 
Which  precious,  for  her  sake,  I  hold, 
Thoi^h  the  scent  of  it,  much  to  my  grief, 
Has  troubled  our  nuptial  repose." 

Smiling,  her  husband  she  heard, 
FeeUng  no  iiiitll  in  his  word. 
For  troubled  his  lace  was,  she  saw. 
Up  she  le^t  by  the  light  of  the  taper. 
Barefooted,  and  seized  ink  and  p^)er, 
And  wrote  to  her  siswr-io-Iaw  :  — 
"  Wife  of  our  friend,  Zekir  Bey, 
Long  live  thy  husband,  naught  ail  him, 
Maysl  thon  never  have  cause  to  bewail  him ! 
Speak  truth,  and  fear  nothing.     But  say 
(For  truly  the  truth  must  be  told] 
To  tJiy  brolhor,  on  our  bridal  day. 
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Didst  thou  g[ve  a  white  handkordiiof,  brightly 

Embroidered  all  over  with  gold. 

And  scented  with  rose  and  with  amber 

So  sweet  that  the  scent  of  it  nightly 

May  bo  smelt  in  the  Bey's  bridal  chamber  ? " 

When  this  come  to  the  wife  of  the  Bey, 

Sho  burst  into  tears,  as  she  read  ; 

And  "  Pity  upon  me ! "  she  said, 

"  For  I  know  not,  alas  !  what  to  say. 

If  I  speak  trnth,  I  put  strife 

'Twixt  the  brother  I  love  and  his  wife; 

If  I  speak  false,  much  I  dread 

Lest  my  husband  die  for  it,"  she  said. 

Then  the  letter  she  laid  in  her  bt^iast. 

And  she  pondered  wiiJi  many  a  sigh : 

"  I  choose  of  two  evils  the  least. 

If  my  husbaad  must  die,  let  him  die ! 

Since  the  choice  lies  'twixt  one  or  the  other,  — 

Any  husband  a  woman  may  spare, 

But  the  sister  that  injures  a  brother 

Docs  that  which  she  cannot  repair." 

Thus  shrewdly  the  matter  she  saw ; 

Aod  she  wrote  to  her  sister-in-law :  — 

"  Wife  of  my  brother,  the  Bey  I 

My  husband  is' well.     May  naught  ail  him! 

And  I  trust  T  shall  never  bew^l  him. 

To  my  brother  on  your  marriage  day 

(And  truly  Hie  truth  shall  be  »ld) 

I  gave  a,  white  handkerchief,  brightly 

Embroidered  all  over  with  gold. 

And  scented  with  rose  and  with  amber 
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cet,  that  tho  SMnt  (as  yon  say, 
,s  I  cannot  doubt  of  it)  nightly 
le  smelt  in  the  Bey'a  bridal  chamber." 


Up  and  down  tho  Tchardak,*  underneath  the  bloa- 
Bomed  roof, 

Musing,  yonng  loYo,t  at  midnoon,  w^kt  nil  aloof. 

Suddenly  the  Tchardak  broke  benealh  him:  slip- 
ping through 

The  rotten  plank,  he  fell,  and  his  right  arm  waa 
Enapt  in  two. 

Straight,  a  leech  he  sought  him.  Evil  leech,  in 
tmth,  he  found. 

Save  the  mountain  YiJa,  none  had  skill  to  heal 
the  wound: 

But  the  Vila  churned  in  price  of  service,  ere  tlio 

The  ri^iiht  hand  of  the  mother  of  the  maimed  and 

mangled  man ; 
The  long  hair  of  his  sister  with  the  ribbon  in  the 

hair; 
And  the  white  pearl  necklace  which  his  wife  was 

The  mother  gave  her  right  hand,  and  the  sister 

gave  her  curls; 
But  the  wife  refused  her  necklace  .  .  .  .  "  I  ?     I 

will  not  give  my  pearls  I 

*  A  sort  <}i  gaAlery  or  reranda,  raDolD^  rouud  a  houBO. 
Al£o,  sometimes,  a  pa.vilioD,  aimnDur-hount:,  ur  granary. 
t  Diminutive  fbr  Ionia,  or  John. 
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Each  is  perfect,  each  is  predous,  nowhere  else  is 

'T  was  my  dowry  from  mj  father,  and  I  mean  to 

This  the  Vila  of  the  moantiun  heard  ;  and,  angered 

in  her  mood. 
She  dropt  a  little  purple  drop  of  poison  in  llie 

Of  young  liivo,  and  he  died. 

Then,  for  the  mnrdered  man, 
Those  three  women  xx>  lament,  in   funeral    dole 

began. 
One  there  was  that,  deeply  mourning,  evermore  did 

One  that  missed  and  mourned  for  him  at  morning 

One  Chat  mourned  bim  now  and  then,  with  eyes  a 

little  dim. 
And  looks  a  little  changed,  whenerer  she  lemom- 

bered  Mm. 
She  whose  sorrow  censed  not,  mourning  more  than 

any  other. 
Missing  aye  her  mnrdered   son,  was  young  lovo's 

mother : 
She  tliai  monrned    at   morning,  and  at  evening 

mourned  and  miaaed  her 
Brother,  when  day  came  or  went,  was  young  lovo's 

She  that  mourned  him  now  and  then,  when  some- 
times in  her  life 

;3  tilled  vacant  hours,  was  young  lovo's 
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The  fair  Ikonia  IwaEted  at  the  balh, 

Gajlj,  amiclst  the  matrons  .  .  ,  .  "  Tell  me  wMch 

AmongsC  you,  matrons,  such  a  husband  hath 

As  mine,  lovo  Momiakovitch  i 

Where  he  gocth,  there  I  go ; 

Where  he  resleth,  theru  rest  I : 

Is  he  silent  ?  then  I  know 

That  he  names  me  silently  : 

Does  he  speak  f  of  me  he  spuaketh : 

Does  he  dream  t  of  me  he  dreameth : 

Does  he  wake  1  for  me  he  waketh : 

Mine  by  night,  when  moonlight  bcamolh  I 

Mine  at  dawn,  when  daylight  breaketh  1 

First  firom  dreams  of  me  to  wake, 

That  his  kiss  may  ope  my  eyes : 

'Dear,  the  dawn  b^iim  to  break, 

TJght  of  my  life,  arise!  arise!' 

Life  is  long,  the  journey  through  it 

Lone  and  weary,  others  tell. 

I  shall  never  torn  and  miss  him 

From  my  side,  and  this  ia  well." 

This  the  wily  widow,  Anna, 

Beard,  and  slyiy  slipt  away : 

Then  she  clothed  herself  with  splendor; 

And  she  stood,  in  rich  array, 

Where,  from  the  Bazar,  lovo 

Came  home,  singing  all  the  way  : 

Deckt  her  cheeks  with  painted  rosea. 

Darker  dyed  her  midnight  hair. 

Breathed  the  breath  of  perfumed  poaiea. 

Laid  her  bountwus  bosom  bare, 
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"  Sad,  liiro,  aeems  thy  case, 

Wedded  to  a  barren  wife ; 

If  thou  wouldst  not  se«  th;  race 

Pass  and  pevish,  with  thy  life. 

Wed  wlih  me,  and  I  wilL  bear  thee 

Every  year  a  noble  hdr, 

Evei7  year  a  gracious  infant. 

With  strong  hands  and  golden  hair."  « 

Long  he  listened  ;  soft  her  voice  was ; 

Long  he  lookt :  her  dark  eyes  glistened. 

As  the  counsel,  so  the  choice  was. 

All  too  long  he  looht  and  listened. 

Thus  the  wily  widow,  Anna, 

Won  Evo  then  and  there  ; 

And  each  year  a  boy  she  Iioro  him 

Wilh  strong  hands  and  golden  hair. 

Silent  walked  the  iair  Ikonia, 

Making  neither  moan  nor  word. 

Up  the  great  Baaar  walkt  silent, 

And  she  bought  herself  a  cord  : 

In  (he  garden  square  a  golden 
Orange-tree  grows  all  alone, 
There  her  silken  cord  she  fastened. 
And  she  hanged  herself  thereon. 


Came  one  muning  tc 
"On  thy  golden  orar 
Fair  Ikonia,  dead,  is 
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I  WOULD  I  were  a  rivulet, 

And  I  know  where  I  would  run  I 

To  Save,  the  ohillj'  river. 

Where  the  market  boats  pass  on  ; 

To  see  mj  dear  one  stand 

By  the  rudder ;  and  whether  the  rose 

WhJch,  at  parting,  I  put  in  his  hand, 

Warm  with  a  kiss  in  it,  blows ; 

Whether  it  blows  or  withers : 

I  pluekt  it  on  Saturday ; 

I  gave  it  to  him  on  Snnday ; 

On  Monday  lie  wont  away. 


All  in  the  spring, 
When  little  birds  sing. 
And  flowers  do  tidk 
From  stalk  to  stalk ; 
Whispering  to  a  silver  shower, 
A  violet  did  boast  to  be 
Of  every  flower  the  fatfest  flower 
That  blows  by  lawn  or  lea. 
But  a  rose  that  blew  thereby 
Answered  hec  teproaehfuliy 
(All  in  the  spring. 
When  little  birds  ang. 
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And  flowers  do  tnlJt 

from  stalk  to  stalk) ; 

"Violet,  I  marvel  ma 

Of  fairest  flower  by  lawn  or  lea 

The  ^rest  thou  shouldsC  boast  to  be; 

For  one  small  defect  I  spy, 

Should  make  thee  speak  more  modestly  : 

Thy  face  is  fashioned  tenderly, 

But  then  it  hangs  awry." 


The  Day  of  Saint  George !  and  a  girl  prayed  thus : . 

"  O  Day  of  Saint  George,  when  again  to  us 

Thou  roturnest,  and  thy  carouse 

Here  in  my  motlier'a  house, 

Mayst  thou  find  mo  either  a  corpse  or  a  bride, 

Either  boned  ot  wed ; 

Ratlier  married  than  dead ; 

But  however  that  may  betide. 

And  whether  a  corpse  or  a  spouse. 

No  more  in  my  mother's  house." 


"  O  my  heart  1  what  more  deep  than  the  oi 

Or  more  wide  than  the  plain  can  be  ? 

Or  more  swift  than  the  horse  in  his  motion 
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Or  more  sweet  than  tho  (bod  of  the  beo  ? 
Or  more  dear  than  a  brother  ?  " 
And  a  Jish  from  the  sea  replies: 

"  O  maiden,  bat  a  little  wise ! 
The  plain  is  less  wide  than  the  sea, 
And  the  heaven  more  deep  than  this  is ; 
"    S3  swifter  ^an  horses  ba ; 


"e  dear  than  all  other." 


Moio,  the  Tzarovileb  (bolder  is  no  man  !) 
Walkt  to  the  Bath  with  the  Tnrk  lords  one  day: 
Mahmoud  the  Pacha's  white  wife  (ami  what  womaa 
Is  fairer  than  she  is!)  was  walking  away. 
Even  as  the  san,  o'er  the  ardors  of  even, 
Looks  on  the  moon,  and  the  moon  on  the  sun. 
Wistfully,  each,  disunited  in  heaven. 
Soon  to  be  pacing  far  pathways  alone, 
So  throttgh  the  mist  of  a  moment  of  ecstasy. 
Thrilled  with  a  rapture  delicious  and  liini. 
Mute  on  the  pate  PacliiniCzn  the  Tzarovitch 
Oazed,  the  pale  Pachinitza  on  him. 
Moio  walkt  silently  back  lo  his  palace : 
Troubled  his  heart  was,  and  changed  was  his  mood 
Straightway  he  sickened  of  love,  and  lay  dying, 
Dying  of  lore  for  the  wife  of  Mahmond. 
Ladies  the  loveliest  all  came  to  visit  bim  : 
Only  the  wife  of  Mahmond  stayed  away. 
Then  the  Sultana  rose  up  and  isroK  to  her: 
"  Wouldst  thou  be  greater  than  all  of  us,  say  ? 
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Moio  is  lying  upou  his  conch  dying; 
Sore  is  his  eiiikncss,  and  btnl  tlicy  snj : 
Ladies  the  loveliest  all  come  to  visit  Iiim, 
Thou,  art  thon,  more,  Pachinitza,  than  they  ?  " 
She,  when  she  beard  of  it,  loopt  up  her  while  aleeve, 
Loojit  up  her  light  robe  as  white  as  a  star ; 
Presents  she  bore  for  him,  worthy  a  monarch's  son, 
l<1gs  from  tho  aea-coast,  and  grapes  fhim  MonCnr. 
I-ighily  she  trod  o'er  the  long  golden  galleiy. 
Past  ail  ungreeted  tho  corridor  dim. 
Pale,  the  dumb  purplo  pavilion  she  entered. 
Whore  the  Sultana  was  watching  hy  him. 
SoftI;  she  sat  by  his  bedside,  and  softly 
Wiped  from  his  forehead  the  fever,  aud  said : 
"  This  is  a  malady  linowu  to  me  surely  ! 
Jjjng  did  I  watch,  and  long  weop  by  tho  bod 
Once  where  my  brother  lay  moaning  and  mad  of  it. 
Moaning  and  raaddeuud,  unable  to  move ; 
Poison  they  s^d  it  was.     I,  too,  have  drunk  of  it. 
This  is  the  passionate  poison  of  lovo." 
Trembling  he  listened,  as  irambling  she  ottered  it. 
Lightly  he  leapt  from  the  couch  where  he  lay. 
Fastened,  behind  her,  the  long  golden  gallery, 
Laught  as  he  sank  on  her  mil  lips,  and  tbey 
Three  white  days,  little  heeding  tho  daylight, 
Threo  blue  nights,  little  noting  the  moon. 
Sealed  by  sweet  Idsses  in  silent  caj^sses, 
Itesied,  while  round  them  May  mcltal  10  June. 
Gayly  the  nightingale  sang  in  the  garden. 
Love  the  bird  sang  of,  and  sweet  was  the  tune. 
Three  white  days,  little  loving  the  daylight. 
Three  blue  mghts,  ill  at  rest  'noath  the  moon, 
Mahmoud  the  Pacha  walkt,  mourning  iiis  missed 
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"  Come,  Pachinilza,  como  back  to  me  soon! " 
SaJly  the  tiigliiiagale  sang  iti  his  garden. 
Love  llie  bu'tl  sang  of,  bat  harsh  was  tbo  tune. 
Then,  when  the  fourth  day  was  low  in  the  orient 
Mahmoud  the  Faeha  sat  down  in  his  liall ; 
There  a  white  letter  he  wrote  to  the  Sultan ; 
"  Saltan  Imperial,  dear  master  of  al! ! 
There  's  a  white  dove,  with  a,  gold  treasure  casket, 
Flown  to  thy  doors  fium  thy  servant's  abode. 
Send  back  my  white  dove,  restore  me  my  treasure. 
If  thon  hast  fear  of  the  justice  of  God." 
hm  K)  iko  Pacha  Ihe  Sultan  sctit  answer ; 
'■  Malinioud,  my  servant,  behooves  thee  to  know 
There 's  in  ray  palace  a  falcon  unhoodcd. 
And  what  he  hath  taken  he  never  lets  go." 


'T  IS  the  Kolo  *  that  dances  before  the  white  house, 

And  't  is  Stoian's  fair  sister,  0  fair,  fair  is  she  1 

Too  &ir  she  is  truly,  too  t^  Heaven  knows, 

(Qod  forgive  her !)  so  cruel  to  be. 

The  Mr  Vila,  whom  the  wan  clouds  fondly  follow 

O'er  the  mountain  wherever  she  roam  it, 

Is  not  Mrer  nor  whiter  than  she. 

Her  long  soft  eyehish  is  the  wing  of  the  swallow 
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TVlien  the  dew  of  the  dawn  trembles  from  it. 

And  as  dawn-stara  her  blue  eyes  to  me  ; 

Her  eyobrowB  so  dark  aro  the  slender  sea-leocbcs^* 

Her  ricb-bloomiSd  cheeks  are  the  ripe  river  pDauhtra, 

Her  teeth  ore  white  pearls  from  the  sea ; 

Her  lips  are  two  half-opened  foaes  ; 

And  her  breath  the  south  wind,  which  cSiscloscs 

The  sweetness  that  soothes  tlie  wild  bee. 

She  is  tall  as  the  larch,  she  is  slender 

As  any  green  bough  the  birds  move  ; 

See  her  dance —  'tis  the  peacock's  full  splendor 

Hear  her  talk  —  'tis  the  coo  of  the  dove  1 

And,  only  but  let  her  look  tender  — 

'T  is  all  heaven  melting  down  from  above  ! 


MlLiTZA.  has  long  soft  eyelashes, 
So  darkly  dreaming  droopc  on  either  cheek. 
Yon  scarco  can  guess  what  little  lightning  ilasbes 
From  those   deep   ejos,  beneath   them  beaming, 

And  her  feir  face,  like  a  flower. 
Has  sach  drooping  ways  about  it, 
I  have  watcht  her,  many  an  hour. 
Three  full  years,  <0  never  doubt  it ! ) 
And  yet  never  liave  seen  fairly 
Kycs  or  face,  —  revealed  30  rarely  ! 

Only  just  to  rob  one  glance 
From  the  happy  grass  beneath  her 
On  the  green  where  maidens  dance 
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When  the  month  makes  nicn-v  ncallicr, 
I  the  Kolo  cfllletl  together, 
Trusting  to  my  happy  chance. 
While  the  danco  grew  sweeter,  faster 
(Bosoms  heaving,  tresses  shaken). 
Suddenly  with  dim  diaaater 
All  the  Bky  was  OTortalien. 
Rolling  darkness  drowned  the  euntiglit, 
Boiling  thunder  drencht  the  valleys. 
And  in  heaven  was  left  bnt  one  light 
^From.  the  lightning's  livid  sallies. 

Like  a  necklace  lightly  shattered. 

Shedding  rubies,  sliedding  pearls. 

Here  and  there  the  Kolo  scattered 

All  its  bevy  of  bright  girls. 

Little,  darling,  limid  creatures  ! 

Bach,  with  fHghtened,  fluttered  (baiutes. 

Lifted  up  her  pretty  eyes 

To  the  tempest  growling  o'er  her; 

Bat  Militza,  very  wise, 

Still  kept  looking  straight  hefore  her. 

Little  voices,  silvery,  wild. 

All  at  once,  in  fretful  cadence. 

Brake  out  chiding  the  sweet  child, 

"  What,  Militia  i  "  cried  the  maidens, 

"  Those  grflsa-grazing  eyes,  I  wonder. 

Prom  the  pronnd  tan  nothing  slartio  ? 

Hark,  child !  how  it  groans,  the  thnoder ! 

See  1  the  lightnings,  liow  they  dartle 

Hare  and  there  by  angry  fits. 

In  and  ont  the  stormy  weather ! 

Hast  thou  wholly  lost  thy  wits, 

Little  fool  ?     Or  must  we  deem 
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But  MiliBa  answers  ....  "Neither 
Hnvc  I  lost  ray  wits,  nor  grown 
Wiser,  maidens,  I  must  own, 
Than  the  wliole  world  put  logetiier. 
I  am  not  tlie  Vila  white, 
Who,  amidat  her  mountain  ranges. 
Lifting  ioolis  of  stormy  light, 
Tlirongh  his  fifly  moody  changes, 
Wooa  the  tempest's  troabled  sprite 
Down  the  mountjun  meiting  o'er  her 
I  am  not  a  Vila  white. 
But  a  girl  that  looks  before  hor." 


eolozInovitch  the  knave. 
Djoul,*  the  Turli,  on  a  morning  in  May, 
Wlien  every  bird  is  brilliant  in  feather, 
And  every  flower  in  blossom  is  gay. 
To  celebrate  sweetly  the  merry  May  weather. 
From  dawa  to  dusk,  in  dance  and  play. 
Called  a  hundred  matrons  and  maids  together. 
And  tlie  fairest  maiden  of  all,  that  day. 
Was  the  maiden  Bolo^novitch  loved,  they  say. 

lie  sooght  her  all  a  summer  noon, 

And  on  to  eventide  ; 

He  sooght  her  under  the  snmmer  moon. 

Through  all  the  country  wide. 

Till  at  nightfall  he  came,  in  the  mist  and  murk. 

To  the  hghied  house  of  Djoul,  the  Turk, 
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"  Djoul,  Djoul  with  caveo  hair ! 

Give  me  e.  shift  of  linen  lair, 

Snch  as  thjself  an  wont  to  wear 

On  the  day  when  the  glad  now  moon  is  born  ; 

Paint  mo  the  eyebrow  witli  antimony  ; 

These  bronzed  ciieelis  with  white  and  red 

Color  ;  and  comb  me,  and  carl  me  the  head  ; 

Ilang  me  over  the  shonldcrs  free 

Silken  tresses  two  or  three. 

Such  as  by  raatrou  or  m^d  are  worn ; 

Bind  me  the  brow  with  a  golden  braid, 

And  clothe  me,  anon,  in  (he  clothes  of  a  maid 

From  head  to  foot,  with  many  a  fold 

Of  the  milk-white  tnnic  flowing  and  ftill  ; 

And  give  me  a  distafF  of  gold 

And  a  ball  of  Egyptian  wool; 

Then  suffer  me  thus  'mid  the  maidens  to  move, 

That  I  may  speak  to  ihc  maiden  I  lyvc." 

Djoul,  the  Tnrk  with  the  raven  hiur, 

Laaght  as  she  listened,  and  granted  hi3  prayer. 

She  clothed  him  in  clothes  of  a  maid, 

Combed  him  and  curled  him  the  hair. 

Painted  his  dark  face  lair. 

Over  his  long  limbs  laid 

Many  a  milk-white  fold 

Of  vesture  flowing  and  fall ; 

Then  gave  him  a  distaff  of  gold, 

And  a  ball  of  Egyptian  wool ; 

And  when  he  was  trickt,  and  pincbt,  am)  padded. 

And  painted,  and  plastered,  to  look  lite  a  lass, 

Because   he  yet  lookt   like   the  knave  that    he 

This  £01x1  counsel  sbc  juUlcd: 
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"  Bolo^DoviCch,  knave,  tnke  note ! 
When  anon,  'mid  our  women  yo  stand, 
Tiie  old  women  t^e  by  the  ha,ii(i, 
And  kiss  on  tlieir  finger  tips ; 
The  joung  womon  kiss  on  Che  lips ; 
Bnt  for  those  that  are  maidens  and  girls, 
Toil  shall  kiss  them  under  the  throat. 
And  over  the  collar  of  pearls." 

Bolozbnovitch  gladly  (the  Itna,ve !) 

Gave  heed  to  the  counsel  she  gave, 

Aad  of  all,  as  she  bade  him,  took  note. 

The  old  women  each  on  the  floger  tips 

He  kist,  and  the  young  women  each  on  the  lipt 

And  the  maidens  under  the  throat. 

Maidenlike  thus  'mid  the  omdetis  he  moved, 

Drooping  the  eyelid  over  the  groand  ; 

Bnt  when  he  came  to  the  m^den  he  loved. 

He  made  her  a  little  red  wound 

Just  in  the  soil  white  ibid 

Of  her  slender  throat.     Then  she 

Cried  out  to  the  women  around : 

"  Strike  I  strike  with  your  distaffs  of  gold, 

The  knave  who  has  wounded  me  1 

For  this  was  not  a  woman.     Behold, 

'T  is  the  knave  Bolozanovitch,  he ! " 
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The  swans  wonld  have  flown,  and  the  snow  would 

have  been 
Melied  away  long  ago. 
It  is  ncitlior  suow-fiJl,  nor  jet  swan-flight, 
liuC  the  lent  of  Hassan  Aga  so  wluCo. 
Sore  was  the  wound  which  in  battle  he  got, 
His  mother  and  sister  (for  these  without  bhiinc 
Might  do  as  they  listed)  to  visit  him  ouno; 
But  his  wife,  for  the  modest-minded  shame 
Of  a  matron  chaste,  could  not. 

Wherefore,  when  he  had  healed  bim  his  wound  so 

Angered  he  said  to  liis  faithful  spouse: 

'Mid  onr  children,  within  my  white  Iiousc." 
ne  frowned  and  lie  rode  away. 
Silent  with  deep  dismay. 
The  Turkish  woman  wept. 
Bitterly  wept  at  her  husband's  word, 
Clothed  herself  with  sorrow,  and  crept 
Into  her  chamber,  and  covered  her  bfows. 
When  the  hoof  of  3,  horse  was  heard 
At  the  door  of  the  Aga's  house. 

The  fair  Aguinitza*  fled  trembling  away 

To  the  window,  to  fling  herself  down  in  her  fear ; 

Her  two  little  daughters  came  running,  and  they 
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Cried  ;  "  Mother,  come  back,  mother  dear '. 
Vor  it  is  not  oar  father  Hassan  is  here. 
But  our  unele  Pinlaroviteh  Bej." 

Back  she  turned,  faltering  she  came, 
Weeping  sho  foil  on  the  fireaat  of  her  brother, 
And  ....  "0  my  brother,"  ....  she  crioJ  .  .  ,  , 

"  the  shame, 
From  her  children  to  sever  a  mother ! " 

The  Bey  held  silence,  nor  answered  a  word. 

His  smile  was  stern  but  ins  eyes  were  diui, 

As  ho  drew  from  his  silken  poucti,  and  laid 

In  the  hands  of  his  sister  the  letter  which  said 

That  her  dower  U>  her  should,  in  full,  be  restored, 

And  she  should  return  to  tlieir  motiicr  witti  biiu.* 

When  the  fair  Tnrk  that  letter  had  read, 

Her  cliilclrea  she  eallcil  to  her  one  by  one. 

She  kist  her  two  boys  on  the  brow  and  cheek  ; 

She  kisl  her  two  [{iris  on  their  lipe'  young  red ; 

But  when  to  the  little  one,  lyin^  alone 

In  the  little  cradle,  she  came. 

The  little  one  smiled  as  he  slept : 

Her  heart  began  to  break 

With  aa  inwacil  anguish  of  shame : 

She  could  neither  move  nor  speak : 

Sho  sat  down  by  the  cradle  and  wept. 

Then  her  brother  Pintorovitch  Bey 
Drew  softly  the  cradle  away. 
Lifted  her  into  the  saddle  behind, 
Tamed,  as  he  mounled,  and  kist  her. 
And  Todu  off  to  his  house  with  his  sister, 
Over  the  lulls,  in  the  wind. 
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Not  long  in  the  honee  of  her  mother 
Sho  rosfecl ;  not  even  a  week. 
Lovers,  one  after  the  other, 
Came  riding  to  sue  and  to  Ecek ; 
For  neTcr  more  loveij  a  lady- 
Breathed  heautj  to  trouhle  tiie  land. 
And  soon  from  Imos):i  the  KaQi 
Carac  gayly  10  ask  for  her  hand. 

"  0  spare  me,  0  save  me,  my  lirolhor! 
My  poor  hKart  in  sunder  is  reft  : 
My  poor  eyes  are  fuQ  of  old  tears  : 
Let  me  nut  be  Uie  bride  of  another. 
For  the  sake  of  my  little  ones  left, 
For  the  sake  of  the  once  happy  years ! " 

Bnt  of  all  this  full  tightly  he  thou-^ht, 
And  he  gave  M  the  Kadi  her  hand  : 
Then  sadly  the  Bey  5he  besought. 
And  moaning  she  made  her  demand,  — 
On  a  fair  paper,  pure  while. 
The  words  to  Imoski  to  write  ; 

"  Fair  greeting,  infiir  eourtfsj. 
For  her  Ikat  Mlh  beea  jfiiien  lo  thee, 
And  coarUsi)  to  her  prayer  1 
When  i/ie  noftie  Scats  *  aasea^/led  he, 

the  w«li31ng^ioj  Uie  bridegrwiu  iJtocecfls  lo  Ihc  bouse  i 
bride,  acenuniBoied  by  Uk  guMla,  at  boOi  sexes,  who  i 
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And  ije  come  in  a  noble  compimy 
From  bfr  vMte  Anise  to  cam/  thy  bride, 
Bring  ye  a  hag  wMte  covering  fiur 
To  etwee  her  ^/es ;  ikat  so,  when  ye  ride 
Besiife  the  lehiie  house  of  the  Aga,  sSe 
May  see  not  !fc  litde  ones  ihae." 

When  this  letter  was  come  t«  the  Kadi's  hand, 

He  assembled  the  noblest  SraJs  of  the  land  ; 

And  they  all  in  a  noble  company  rode 

To  corrv  the  bride  from  her  white  abode. 

Gayly  to  seek  her  they  started, 

And  with  her  they  gayly  departed. 

But,  when  they  were  merrily  riding  before 

The  Aga's  white  honse,  from  the  mindow  at  once 

Lookl  her  two  little  daushlflca  ;  her  two  little  sons 

Came  running  to  her  from  the  door, 

And  .  .  .  .  "  Come  back,  mothei'  dear,  with  us. 

For  dlDner  ia  waiting  at  home." 


a  iDBrrled  man.  Ihese  receive  Che  bride  truai 
r  parentB,  anil  ue  boatxl  not  to  kee  iigbl  of 
Lera  her  new  borne.  All  partlclf>aUrm  in  tlie 
lial  ie  Interrticlea  byciisttm  M  the  pareots  of  Uie 
lot  Kgain  behold  llisirdMiKhle' until  elglitdsja 
iagtj.  A  mother,  Imlectl,  cannot,  ofimpsUhly 
d  usage,  attend  or  be  Dear  her  ilanghter  in 
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For  the  dear  lore  of  Goil,  pass  not  by  this  ahodo  ! 

l^t  the  horse  wait  here  by  the  house ; 

That  I,  ere  I  see  Iheni  no  more, 

(Mj  door  ones,  mj  little  ones,  see  Ihem  no  more !) 

May  spenk,  though  it  bo  but  a  while." 

And  the  horses  Etopt  straightway,  and  stood  by  the 

And  she  past  through  the  door  with  a  smile. 

Gay  gifts  to  her  children  she  gave ; 

To  both  of  her  boys  bold  and  brave 

Golden  jatagans  rich,  and  to  holh 

Of  her  girls  a  long  tunic  of  cloth. 

But  when  to  the  little  one,  lyinji;  alone 

In  the  cradle,  she  came,  she  laid  moumftilly  on 

The  small  cradle  a  whil«  orphan  garment, 

A  little  white  garment,  and  righed, 

And  turned  from  the  cradle  wild^ejcd. 

With  looks  of  despairing  endeartnent. 


All  of  this  Hassan  Aga  espied. 

And  he  turned  to  his  two  sods,  and  cried : 

"  Little  orphans,  come  here  1  come  to  me  I 

For  pitiless,  children,  is  she. 

Tour  mother  stono-heaned,  the  bride ! " 

Cruel,  cruel  and  keen  was  the  word  1 

Silent  she  hstened  and  heard, 

Heard  the  harsh  words  that  he  said. 

To  the  black  earth  she  bowed  her  bright  head : 

She  had  not  another  reply, 

Than  to  droop  her  white  forehead,  and  die : 

For  the  heart  of  the  mother  was  broken  in  twain 

Fur  the   love,  and   the  loss,  of  her   little   ones 
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Sleup  will  not  take  the  place  of  Lovu, 
Hor  keep  the  place  from  Sorrow. 
0,  wlion  the  long  nighia  slowlv  move 
To  meet  a  lonely  moirow. 
The  hnrdeu  of  the  broken  dajs, 
The  grief  that  on  the  bosom  weighs, 
And  all  the  heart  oppresses, 
But  lightly  lies  on  rcatleas  eyes 
Love  seals  no  more  with  kiests. 


To  whom  I  dare  to  give  thee :  so  I  leave  thee,  and 

I  would  give  iheo  gladly,  gladly,  if  I  dared,  to  Ali 

Bey; 
But  too  proud  (ah  well-a-dayl)  is  Ali  Bey  —  so 

they  say ! 
Proud  he  ia !  I  do  not  dare.     Would  he  care,  he. 

Any  flower  that  buds  or  blows  ?  ,  .  .  .  save  the 

rose,  I  suppose  I 
Nol  rest  tliere,  and  despair !     Live  or  die  1   Thou 

Have  no  chance  to  catch  one  glance  from  his  eye, 
posing  by. 


.,,  Google 


He.  0  MATOEN,  vermeil  rose  I 
Unplanted,  unsown. 
Blooming  alone 
As  the  wild-flower  blows, 
With  a.  will  of  tJiine  own ! 
Neither  grafled  nor  grown. 
Neither  {^thered  nor  blown, 
0  maiden,  0  rose ! 
Blooming  alone 
In  the  green  garden-close. 
Unnoticed,  unknown, 
Unpropt,  unsupported, 
Unwaterad,  unfed, 
Uiitist,  and  uneouried, 
Unwooed,  and  unwed, 
0  sweet  wild  rose, 
Who  knows  ?    Who  knows  ? 
Might  I  kiss  thee,  find  court  thee? 
My  kiss  would  not  hurt  thee ! 
O  sweet,  sweet  rose, 
In  the  green  gai'den-close. 
If  a  gate  were  undone, 
And  if  I  might  come  to  thee. 
And  meet  ihee  alone  1 
Sue  thee,  and  woo  thee, 
And  make  thee  my  own ' 
Clasp  thee,  and  cull  thee,  —  what  linrni  iv 
be  done? 

She.  Beside  thy  field  my  garden  blows. 

Were  a  gate  in  tlie  garden  Icll:  open  ,  ,  .  - 
knows  1 
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And  I  watered  my  garden  at  eventide  ? 
(Who  kQowa?) 

Anil  if  somebody  silently  happened  to  ride 
That  way  1     And  a  horae  to  the  gate  should  b 

tied? 
And  if  somehody,  (who  knows  who  ?)  unespied, 
Were  to  enter  my  garden  to  gatiier  a  rose  'i 
Who  knows?  ....  I  suppose 
No  harm  need  be  done.     My  beloviSd  one. 
Come  lightly,  come  softly,  at  set  of  the  sun 
Come,  and  earess  me  1 
Kiss  me,  and  press  me  1 
Fold  me,  and  hold  me  1 
Kiss  me  with  kisses  that  leave  not  a  trace, 
But  set  not  the  print  of  thy  teeth  on  my  lace, 
Or  my  mother  will  see  it,  and  scold  me. 


O  MAIDEN,  mother's  golden  treasure  ! 

Purest  gold  of  perfect  pleasure  1 

Do  thcj  beat  thee,  and  illlreat  thee, 

That  I  meat  thee  all  alone? 

Do  thej  beat  thee,  that  I  meet  thee 

All  too  often,  all  too  late, 

After  nightfall,  at  the  gate 

Of  the  garden,  all  alone  t 

Tell  me,  tell  me,  little  one. 

Do  they  do  it?     Iflknewit, 

They  should  me  it  I     I  wonld  conte 

Oftener,  later,  yet  ag^n, 

(Hail,  or  anow,  or  wind,  or  rain!) 

Oftener,  later  !     Nor  in  vain  : 
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For  if  mother,  for  my  sake, 
Were  to  drive  thee  out  of  home, 
Just  three  little  Elcps  't  would  take 
(Think  upon  it,  little  one  '.)  — 
just  three  little  fteps,  or  lour. 
To  mj  door  from  mother's  door. 
Love  is  wise.     I  saj  no  more. 
Fonder  on  it,  littlo  one! 


SwEBT  sister  of  mj  loved,  unloving  one. 

Kiss  thy  wild  brother,  kiss  him  tenderly! 

Ask  him  what  is  it,  wtttess,  I  have  done 

That  he  should  look  bo  coldly  upon  me  i 

Ah,  well  ....  I  know  he  reeks  not  I     Let  it  be. 

Yet  aay .  .  .  .  "  There 's  man;  a  woodland  noddit^ 

For  who  needs  wood  when  winter  nights  be  cold." 
Say  .  .  .  .  "  Love  to  pve  finds  ever  love  to  get. 
There  lack  not  coldsmilhs  where  there  lacks  not  gold. 
The  wood  will  dium  the  woodman  by  and  by; 
The  gold  (be  sure!)  the  goldsmith  cannot  miss; 
Each  maid  to  win  finds  tads  to  woo  :  and  I ....  " 
Well,  child,  bnt  only  tell  him,  tell  him  this  I 
Sweet  sister,  tell  him  this ! 


The  night  is  very  dark  and  very  lonely: 
And  as  dark,  and  all  as  lonely,  is  my  heart: 
And  the  sorrow  that  is  in  it  night  knows  only : 
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Tor  the  dawn  breats,  and  my  heart  hreaks.     Far 

apart 
From  mj  old  self  seems  my  new  self.     And  my 

mother 
And  my  eisCer  are  in  heaven,  —  so  they  say : 
And  Che  dear  one  dearer  yet  than  any  other 
Is  Jar,  &r  away. 

The  sweet  hour  of  his  coming.  .  .  .  night  is  falling  1 
The  hour  of  our  awakening  ....  bird  on  bough  1 
The  hoar  of  last  embraces ....  friends  are  calling, 
"  Love,  farewell  I "...  .  and  every  hour  is  silent 


Lost  empire  of  my  maidenhood! 
Could  I  be  once  more  what  I  wonld. 
Then  what  I  am  I  would  not  be. 
Ah  well-a-day,  and  woe  is  me  ! 
Could  I  a  maiden  be  ouce  more, 
And  unknow  all  that  I  have  known. 
And  feel  as  I  have  ffeU  of  yore, 
I  would  not  change  with  any  queen  j 
Not  for  sccpti-c,  crowu,  or  throne. 
If  I  conld  be  what  I  have  been 
Would  I  grow  what  I  have  grown. 

Lost  empire  of  my  maidenhood  ! 
Sweetest  sweet!  and  chiefesC  good 
Now  that  thou  art  gone,  I  know. 
Could  I  call  tliee  back  again  ! 
How  lo  keep  thcc.     Even  so ! 
Loss  is  all  my  gcun  I 
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